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Non bene conveniunt , 
Majeſtas , . Amor, Ov 


ſenſibl 
lities , 
diſting 
they C 
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OWN 
ſhip , 
I ſhou 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE 


The LADY: 
ARRIET GODOLPHIN. 
"Me: As --+ 


Pur ſignal favour to this Play during 
7 V its repreſentation on the Stage, 
1 &X and your great generoſity to its 
Author before it was acted, have 
encourag'd me to make an offering, 

of both to Your Ladiſhip; and publiſh my grati- 
ude for ſuch uncommon goodneſs and con- 
deſcenſion. 3 dae 

Not that by this I think to add any thing to 
our character; the world was. ſufficiently 1 
ſenſible of it before : And thoſe ſhining qua- l || 
lities , by which your Ladiſhip is ſo eminently _ | 
diſtinguiſh'd , could no more be, hidden than 
they can be exceeded. Tis not therefore for 
your ſake that I addreſs to you, but for n 
own; not to make any, return, to your Ladi- 
ſhip , but to do hofiour to my ſelf. Which - 
I ſhould not have preſum'd to have done with» - 
out your permifſion ; and even that brings a 
ireſh obligation upon eh For nothing could 
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The Dedication, 


be a greater improvement of your form 
bounty, than your leave to make this:ſolemaWhan to 
Acknowledgment of it; and to perſons off #1m"!y 
your Ladiſhips rank, we cannot publickly]ſW'''vs ſ 
return thanks for one favour , without te. Huch ce 
ceiving another. * he oth: 

For what could refle& more luſtre on this triun 
Poem, than ſo celebrated a Name prefix'd to am, 
it? *Tis the peculiar glory of Tragedy, tha 
it has always been the moſt agreeable enter- 
tainment to the fair ſex ; who have been ever 
more indulgent to that, than to any other 
ſort of Poetry. Men are generally leſs caps. 
ble of thoſe tender impreſſions, which the 
Ladies (who are form'd with finer reſent: 
ments) more eaſily receive. But if this be 
the beſt pretence we can make to maſculine 
wiſdom , and ſuperiority of reaſon , I think 
we had better make none at all. For certainly 
to be ſoon mov'd to compaſſion, and ſenſible 
of the misfortunes of others , is rather a per- 
fection in human nature, than an argument 
of weakneſs or infirmity. 

*Tis for this reaſon, Madam, that perfor- 
mances of this kind are the moſt proper ot- 
ferings to the Fair, and I am particularly hap- 
Py in preſenting this to one who has all their 
excellencies without any of their defeQs. 

But I perceive I am in danger of diſobliging 
your Ladiſhip, while I am doing you that 
Juſtice which will be highly pleaſing to ever) 
body, but your ſelf, I ſhall therefore only 
beg leave to add, that ſince love and valour 
are the ſprings of Tragedy , and give life and 
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motion 


0 The Dedication. 


motion to it J nothing could be more proper 


forme 2 

to addreſs this to your Ladiſhip, whoſe 
_ Family is remarkable, above any other, for 
blick ring ſo much beauty to the Court, and ſo 


much courage to the ſield; the one to adorn , 
he other to defend your country ; the one 
o triumph at home, and the other abroad. 
am, 


ut re- 


on this 
xd to 
„ that 
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N ever 
Other | 
caps. 

Sth MADAM, 
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think | 
'tainly | * | 
2nfible Mur Ladiſhips moſt obedient , 


0 ler and moſt humble ſervant. 
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A 3 PRO- 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


| But we 
'S 17 12 ; 03 534 z 1294 2 From 4 
at various thoughts a Poets breaſt divide, 
When brought before an Audience, tobetry'd! 


Guilty of ſcribling, with beſeeching bande, 
Before We Bar the La [lands OE 
Now hopes "twill pleaſe , now doubts 'twill prove but dull 
Mourns a thin pit, yet dreads it when tis full. 

Theſe are at beſt the anxious Writers cares: 

But he, who now your fatal cenſure fears, 

Has no great Man to countenance his Muſe , 

And ſhield him from the arts which rival faftions uſe. 
No neceſſary friends to ſtart applanſei,, = ö? 

T” o'erpower ill-nature , and ſupport his cauſe. 

Then tis all Tragedy which he prepares, 

With no relieving interval of Farce. 

Nay , but one Song; his numbers rarely chime , 

Nor bleſs the Gall'ries with the ſweets of Rhime. 

Few Actors are to fall, no Ghoſt toriſe ; 

No fuſtidn roars , nor mimicł lightning flies; | 
No Thunder from his Heroes , or the Skies. 


With all theſe diſadvantages oppreſs'd , 
He ſtill has hopes, and makes his bold requeſt 
To Men of ſenſe ; and here are none, 1 know, 
But either are, or thinkat leaſt they're ſo. 


To you, with modeſb awe, hedares to ſpeak ; P 
Will not a 00 math, yet ſcorns to ſneak. Whe 
He boaſts not of his genius, or his rules; Still 
Nor inſolently calls his Judges, Fools. An 
Yet to deſert diſclaims not all pretence; | Hot 
Jo be ſo modeſt would be impudence. Beh 
For ſurely his preſumption muſt be great, An 
Who dares invite his betters to no treat. Car 
He not expects you ſhould groſs dulneſs flatter, _ Al. 
Tet leaves you room enough to ſhew good nature, At 


Begs 


5 you would come, all ill paſſion eat d en 

| L. — to hear, and willing to be pla dt. 

| Cowards and Fools are barbarous , and thin 

"he All wit and Valour is to damn and ſink; | | 
it But weakneſs in diſtreſi ſtill finds defenſe 


From Men of courage, and from Men of ſenſe. 
ry" 4 0 8 adds 


—— — 


ur d E P I L O GU E; 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Ur Prologue to the Critics was directed: 
But you , ye Fair, muſt never be neglefed. 
To you our Poet now his homage pays; .. 
Your bare forgiveneſs will his genius raiſe, * © 
In taſtes like yours to pardon is to praiſe,” ' ' | © 
'Tis true, we're pleading a young Author's cauſe ,' |, | 
But youth and Beauty never yet were foes. 
Do you but ſhew your goodneſs and compaſſion , ' © © 
The Men , of courſe , will give their approbations (| 
For if they grant none as the Poets due, _ 
They'll fare be kind in complaiſante to oft . 
If not with us, with you they will comply y j, 
Exert the Lover all, and lay the Critick by, 112 
Pleas d and ſerene qou ſaw the Princely Gueſt, 
When Windſor was with this bright preſence biet: 
Still may the kind impreſſion add oe A ft: 
And we enjoy thoſe ſmiles by which we live. 
How did the Royal Muth, with wond ring eyes, 
Behold ! and gladly own the ſweet ſurprize ! 
Amax dat ſuchwariety of charms , 
Careleſs of Fame, and leſs in love with Arms ! 
Almoſt unwilling to purſue the war , 
And ev'n for Empire to forſake the Fair, 
MR A 4 Zut, 


7 i 
: — 


Begs 


But , as by Engliſh Beauties forts to „lt, . R 

May he by Engliſh Heroes win the Field,  # 
Procure the Revolution he deſires , * 

«And ſafe po 7 5 the Beauty he admires ; — 
Thus may th auſpicious Prince ſecurely move, 

And far more for than our new Sultan prove; "f 
Completely bleſi in Empire, and in Love. 


DRAMATIS 
PERSONA. 


MAH OM ET, IV. Bere of the Turks. 
PYRRH US, Grand Viſir. 

SOLYMA N, Brother to e 

KISLER AGA, or Superintendent of the Seratlis 
e 

CUP RO L I. {as 

MURSA, a Tartarian Merchant. 
ABRA-MULE, .- 

ZAIDA, her Confident. 

MA R AMA, a Creature of Solymans. 


Eunuchs , Baſſas , Janizaries „ and Attendants , 


8 © E N E, Conſtantinople 


ABRA- 


A 


EE TEDL FER,,+,- * 


2glio. 


nts, 


ABRAN MULE: 
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S GENE I. 
Enter Murſa , and Abra. Mule. 


Mons A. 
lis day, fair Alra, ſhould by you be 
To 2 priz'd 


= T „Ain the moſt fortunate of all your life, 


| ooo which you ſhall be rais'd from low 


obſcurity, 
= the ſablimeſt height ofearthly greatneſs: 
Brought as the richeſt preſent to the Sultan, 
Tocrown his pleaſure , and adorn his Court, 
To entertain with joy his ſofteſt hours, 


And charm the Worlds great Maſter with your 


beauty. 
Abr. Rather, as often as this day returns 
Within the round of the revolving year , 


Leet me be clad in melancholy fables; 


Ag Ex- 


f 
] 


10 ABRA-MULE: or, 


Exhauſt theſpringing fountains of my eyes, 


Indulge my grief, and waſte my ſelf in mourning, 


Be rais'd to grandeur! No. . . | ſhall be thrown 
Lower than firſt my vulgar fortune plac'd me. 
O think not, Sir, to ſooth me with the name 
Ot fancy'd glory: for when Virtue's gone, 
And infamy takes place, tho' you advance me 
Above the greateſt Monarch, youdebaſe 
My humble birth, and ſink me into greatneſs. 
Mur. Ungrate ful Maid !... Are then my benefits 
So ſoon forgotten? Doſt thou not remember 
That to this ſaving arm thou ow'ſt thy being? 
Abr. Ido, and bleſs you for that generous action. 
Mur. Had I not interpos'd *twixt death and thee, 
When I withthouſands of my Country-men 
Made an incurſion into Muſcovy, | 
Thou hadſt not now ſtood thus ere before me 
To contradict my will ., . Methinks I now 
See the relentleſs Ruffian, with his ſword 
Uplifted, juſt prepar'd to give the ſtroak, 
And thy bare boſom heaving at the point. 
Thy tender innocence, and unripe beauty, 
Which then ev'n in a child appear'd moſt lovely, 
Mov'd me to ſoft compaſſion. Straight I ſeiz'd 
His threatning arm, and ſtopp'd the coming blow. 
Scarce then had ſev'n full winters ſnow'd upon thee; 
And thoſe twelve years in which thou haſt been 
mine, 4 14 i 
Say, have I not ſſill lov'd and cheriſh'd thee, 
With all th' indulgent kindneſs of a Father? 
Abr. Hear me with patience, Sir.. 
Mur. Tis true, fincel reſolv'd upon this voyage, 
She always has been froward, and appear d 
Averſe to my deſign; but now of late . 
Much more than ever... Ha! ... I have athought; ... 
It muſt be ſo... I put her to the trial.. [Aſide. 
An ill return you've made me for my kindneſs , 
e D Ae Hu. 
T 4 For- 
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ee; 
den 


Is abſent at the wars, and leading on 
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Forgetful Abra; but ſince no perſuaſions 
Can bend youto my will, I'll once comply 
With a fond Womans humour, be content 
To loſe my journey, and return again; 


And now I hope thou'rt fully fatisfy'd. 


this? 2-54 
What means that humble poſture, and thoſe tears? 
Abr. Kneeling. ] Alas ! why will you break my 
tender heart? - | - | ny 
Mur. Thy words amaze me. Didſt thou not deſire 
To fly the loath*d embraces of the Sultan, 17 
And to return again? 
Abr. 1 didindeed 
Deſire to fly th' embraces of the Sultan; x 
And yet upon my bended knees would beg you 


Ha: What, not move? What freſh commotion's 


Not to return again. 


Mur. Tis ſo for certain. Aide. 
I underſtand you not, explain your meaning. To her. 
Abr. Since then you urge me to the brink of Fate, 
Tho! nothing but the fear ofſeparation 15 
From the moſt brave of Men, and beſt of Lovers 
Could force me to diſcloſe the mighty ſecret 
I will unlock my breaſt, and lay before you 
The inmoſt thoughts and counſels of my ſoul. 
Know then (but e're my ſtory reach your ears 
Learn to forgive, and arm your ſelf with patience) 
That ſince the time that mine and your deliv'rer, 
The gen' tous Viſir, the thrice noble Pyrrhus 
Reſcu'd us in our journey to this City, 
From the rough inſolence of ſtern Poloniann, 
I have in ſecretlov'd that wond'rous Man; 
And he with equal firerecety'd my paſhon. 
And during thoſe four months, in which Hay. 
Hinder'd from travelling by tedious fickneſs,. ” > .' 
We have , by mutual intercourſe exchang'd d 
Each others Soul.. ; Ev'n now, while my dear Lord 
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His ſucc' ring Troops ro raiſe the Siege of Buda , 

He has not been unmindful of his love, 

But has by letters 

Mur. Ves, I underſtand you... 

You are of late, it ſeems, grown intimate 

With the chief Miniſter of State... For him 

You would reſerve your ſelf, for him you'd ſtay, 
For him you would avoid th' Imperial bed, | 
But hear me, Maid... Nay, do not kneel and weep, 
Nor think to mollifie me with thy pray'rs: 

For know thy ſentence is already paſs d, 

Nor is it in my power to reverſe it. 

Already I've contracted for thy beauty, 

And all things are prepar'd for thy reception. 
Therefore, no more... Attend me in this hour 

To be preſented to the Worlds great Lord; 
Farewel, & think of nothing but obedience. [ Exit. 

Abr. O harſh command ! Cruel, hard-hearted 
Murſa , 

Inexorable, obſtinate old Man! 

Obedience! What obedience? And to whom? 
But why (alas!) do I deliberate, 
As it l were my own, and all my actions 
At liberty? Superior violence 
O' er- rules my will; I muſt of force obey , 
Becauſe I have no pow'r to make reſiſtance, 
And am too impotent to be rebellious. 

Enter Zaida and Pyrrhus. 
Zaid. In tears? . . But ſee, I bring you com- 
fort, Madam. 


Abr. My Lord, my life return'd! Then all my 


woes. 
Shall be forgot, atleaſt I will a while | 
Suſpend my griefs , and be alljoy and pleaſure, 
To welcome, with the moſt tranſporting raptures, 
All that my Soul holds dear. 
Pyr. Thoulovelieſt creature , 
I too, at fight of thee, have loſt the ſenſe 85 


R 
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Ofpaſt misfortunes... Juſt at my arrival 

Laſt night , by favour of the friendly darkneſs, 

Hither I came private and unattended , 

Directed, by thy Letters, to the place 

Of thy abode ; and ever ſince have waited 

For a convenient opportunity 

To gain admiſſion here; which Murſas abſence , 

And Zaida's help at laſt have giv'n... And now, 

At the reviving proſpect of thy beauties , 

Griefleaves my breaſt, and healing joy ſucceeeds. 

Thou _— . Let Fortune frown then, Ill deſpiſe 
it, | 

I'll not regard the Sultans cold reception, 

Since Iam welcome to theſe arms... 

Abr. Yes, my dear Lord, I may without a bluſh 
Receive theſe chaſte embraces; and to you, 
Wholove with honour, I with innocence 
May give theſe tokens of my vow'd fidelity, 

But I, alas! am doom'd to guilty joys, 

To the deteſted arms of Mahomer. 

I muſt, in ſpight of me, reſign my honour, 

And rob you of your right... Injurious Murſa. 
Deſpiſing tears, and deaf to all intreaties, 

Has ſworn this hour to yield me to the Sultan; 
And I by honeſt ſhifts, and commendable cheats, 
No longer can deceive him. 

Pyr. O the Villain! 

Can ought that's human harbour ſo much baſeneſs ? 
Are then the joys of this bleſs'd meeting daſh'd 

Soo ſoon?So ſoon will Fortune ſnatchthee from me, 
And mock my vain embraces? .. Thus like one 
Who in a dream, with mighty toil and labour, 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary torm ; 

Juſt as he ſeems to claſp the lovely object, 

It ſlides away, and vaniſhes to air: ; 

Soll, whotbro' oppoſing difficulties 

Have cut my tedious way to thy lov'darms, 

At length am diſappointed , and but ſee thee 


To 
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| 
\ 


To take my laſt fare wel... Oſlipp'ry ſtate 


Of human pleaſures, fleet and volatile. 


Giv'n us, and ſnatch'd again in one ſhort moment 
To mortifie our hopes, and edge our ſuff rings! 

Abr. When you, in aPhyficians garbdiſguis'd, 
Came without interruption to we lodgings; 
I unſuſpeRed could diſſemble ſickneſs. 
But when the clamours of your ſuff ring Country 
Tore you from me, and ſent you tothe wars; 
Then, leſt my harmleſs fraud at length ſhould be 
Detected by a true Phyſician's skill, 
I was oblig'd to quit my feign'd diſtemper , 
And own my ſelt recov'ring. | 

r, Twas, indeed, 

Impoſſible for thee long to ſucceed 
In ſuch a fraud, unleſs thou cou'dſt with art 
Extinguiſh all thy charms ; for ſurely none 
Could ſo far be impos'don, as to think 
That the grim form of pale and meagre ſickneſs 
Could e'er be ſeated in a face ſo lovely. 

Abr. With many a vain excuſe, and falſe pretence 
Did I, till now, defer the fatal hout: 
But the inſatiate avarice of Mur/a, 
No lon ger patient of my ſlight evaſions, 
Reſolv d at laſt, and fix d upon this day 
To ſacrifice me to the Sultans pleaſure, 

Pyr. Can nothing then content that dap, Tartar, 


But trading with the purchaſe of thy Virtue 


Damn'd avarice! Curſed, deſtructive avarice ! 
Thou everlaſting foe to love and honour!... 

What will not this vile Merchant turn to traffick, 

If chaſtity it ſelt be fet to ſale, 

And innocence and virtue cannot 'ſcape him? 

But I' not talk away theſe precious moments: 

But fly with all the wings that Love canlend, 

To find this ſordid , mercenary churl, 


And gorge hisrav*nous appetite with Gold; 


I buy thee off, redeem thee from diſgrace , 2 
| n 


ace 


nd 
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And once defraud my Maſter. [eng. 

Abr. Stay , my Lord, | FEA 
And let not your concern for my deliv'rance 
Hurry you on to things impracticable. 
You know you often have propos 'd theſe means 
To me before; and I as often told you 
The Royal funds will ſcarce ſuffice to flake 
His raging thirſt of Gold: Then he's perverſe , 
Wilful and froward , poſitive and proud; 
Has long with pleaſure hugg'd this great deſign, 
Fed with vat hopes of grandeur : and conceiv'd 
Such ſtrange opinions of my fatal beauty , 
That halfthe World he thinks too little recompence 
Forſuch apreſent. ThisI oft have told you, 
And you have thought it reaſon, 

Pyr. True, Thave; * 
But then I had not that high eminence 
Ofpow'r and greatneſs which I now poſſeſs; 
Nor wealth enough, perhaps, toraiſe a bribe 
Sufficient ; but he will not ſure refuſe 
So vaſt atreaſure as Inow can give; 
Beſides, my honour and authority 
Will awe him to compliance. 

Abr. Were that true, | 
Yet tis too late: He cannot now comply... 
His word is gone too far to be recall'd: 
The fatal contract for my virgin honour 
Already is agreed on, and e're this | 
The purchaſe paid; and ſhould you urge him now, 
Perhaps, incens'd by your ſollicitatious, 
He may inform the Sultan of your Love; 
And then your life, my Lord, will be in danger. 

Pyr. And what cab ile afford defirable , 
When thou artloſt for ever? ; 
Abr. But perhaps. | | 

Some more ſecureexpedient may be found 
Toreſcue me from ſhame, and ſave my honour 
Without the hazard of your precious life. 8 
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Pyr. Ohno!.. . I am not now what once I was. 
For, ſince I parted from thee , Fate has tarniſh'd 
My glories, and o erwhelm'd me with misfortunes, 
When leading firſt my Troops to ſuccour Buda, 

I enter'd on that fatal expedition, | 

I thought to give ſuch tokens of my valour 

And conduct, that I might with confidence 

Dare beg thee of my Royal Maſters bounty , 

Asa reward for my paſt ſervices : 

But Fortune has defeated thoſe deſigns. . 

Vet ſtill ſome hopes I have... The Kiſer Aga, 
Who governs all in the Seraglio, 

To whom you are preſented, is my friend. 

Perhaps his prudent management may yet 

Recover all... Mean while, farewel , my Love: 

I muſt to Court, to juſtifie my conduct, 

And clear me to the Sultan. 

Abr. Part ſo ſoon! 
Perhaps to meet no more... Indeed 'tis hard .;; 
Pyr. Thou weep'ſt; O ſtop that ſhower of falling 
ſorrows, | 

Which melts me to the ſoftneſs ofa Woman, 
And ſhakes my belt reſolves...” Tis hard indeed... 
So hard, that I have need of all my courage 

And manly reaſon , to ſupport the thought.. 
Short have our meetings been, by ſtealth enjoy'd, | 
By interrupted, broken intervals, "LY 
And murder'd by the pangs of often parting. | 
Such as ſad Spirits prove, who nightly wander 
To viſit the lov'd objects they admire; _ q 
Permitted for a while to hover round em, 
But quickly warn'd away... Vet ev'n they go 
With leſs regret than I, when at the dawn | 
They lag behind, and fain would longer ſtay; C 


* 
fy 


Til ſummon'd by the morns unwelcome ray, 
By force 157 yield to Fate, and ling'ring leave 
the day. . VF 
| IExeunt. [everall 
** 1 SCE. 


SCENE changes to a Royal Apartment. 
Mahomet ſeated in flate. Prince Soly- 
man, Haly , Cuproli ;_ Baſſas , Jani- 


. Zaries, KC. 


Mah Our Prophet ſeems unmindful of his charge, 
And leaves our Empire to be ſteer'd at random 
By blind uncertain Chance: for did not he 
Sit at his eaſe, and ſlumber unconcern'd, 

He would not tamely have refign'd my honour, 
Nor ſuffer'd, ſpight of all my beſt endeavours, 
My daring 70s to be raviſh'd from me. 

Cupr. The Prophet, Royal Sir, has done his part 
By ſubſtituting you to govern forhim ; | 
And having to your care entruſted all, 

He thinks he ſafely may a while withdraw 

His tutelary pow'r, and leave the World 

To you, his great Vice- gerent: And had you 
Been equally ſucceſsful in your choice 

Ot allthoſe Miniſters who move beneath you, 
Buda had ſtil] been ours. 

Sol. | always thought | 
The Viſirs conduct would prove fatal to us. 

Hal. This ſtrange miſcarriage has indeed abated 
The high eſteem which I long entertain'd 
For that great Man: and if free liberty 
Be granted to diſcloſe our real ſentiments, 

It ſeemsto me... a 

Mah, Be ſilent .. I percejve 
You're all agreed with Fortune, to depreſs 
The riſing glories of the noble Pyrrhus ; | 
And nought more eaſie, than with formal rhet'rick 
To caſt the odium ofa Battle loft 9 * 

On him that manag'd it: But you forget 
That dire Mistortune , * the chance of war 10 
l _ 
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Often defeat the beſt contrivances. 
And ſince in many dang'rous ficles of battle 
He has giv'n ſuch proof of his undaunted valour, 
Thoſe Laurels which his conqu' ring ſword has won 
Should thadow this miscarriage. 
Enter a Janixary. 

Fan. Mighty Monarch, 
Th' unfortunate Grand- Vi ſir is arriv'd, 
And humbly craves admittance. 

Mah. Bid him enter. [Exit Janis. 
Now ail prepare from his on mouth to hear 
The vindication of his injur*'d honour. 

Enter Pyrrhus. 

Is this the Man ſo much renown'd in war 
For Cities ſtorm'd, and Battles bravely fought ? 
Does it become the celebrated Pyrrhus 
To enter like a private Sentinel 
Conſtantinoples gates? 
Then unattended to appear at Court, 
And ſend in his petition for admittance ? | 
Not ſo he fook'd,, when throng'd with multitudes 
Of the applauding Soldiers, he arriv'd, | 
When waving Colours did adorn his triumph, 
And Trumpets ſprightly ſound proclaim'd his entry. 

Pyr. With ſuch magnificence, and martial pomp, 
Til now, were my arrivals always honour'd; 
The thund'ring Ordnance loadly welcom'd me: 
And, what was more, the Sov'raign ofthe World 
With gracious looks, and open arms receiv'd me. 
But now (O dire reverſe of fickle Chance!; 
I come inglorious, like a criminal, 
To clear my honour, and excuſe my conduct. 

Mah. Begin then, and as bravely as you foughit 
Redeem your reputation, | 
Pyr. As fought ? 
Have l then liv'd to be arraign'd of cowardiſe ? 
Ask brave Loraine, that Thunderbolt ot War, 
Or great Bavaria, askKthofe mighty Chiefs , 
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fever 1 in fight declin'd their Arms, 

Or eier was flarrled at the face ot danger. 

But 't was not in my pow'r t'inſpire my Troops 

With Souls as latge, and featleſs as my own. 

All my deſigns and methods ſtill were croſs'd 

By ſome unlacky, thwarting accident, 

As if the unfeen hand of Ptovidence 

Had interpos'd, on purpoſe to defeat 

My cloſe contrivances , and break my meaſures. 
Hal. Helittle thinks whoſe providence it was 

That foil'd his policy. Aſide to Cupr. 
Pyr. Whate'er deſigns, 

Tho matag'd with the greateſt ſecreſie, 

had reſolv'd upon, the Enemy, 

As it fore-knowing what 1 had decteed, 

Still mov'd againſt them, and prevented me. 

So that I much ſuſpect I was betray d 

By hidden treath'ry , and ſome envious Baſſa 

To whom in Council | reveal'd my thoughts, 

Kept ſecret correſpondence with the Foe , 

And gave intelligence. 
Sol. A lucky gueſſer. [Aſide to Haly. 

pyr. But if your Highneſs for full ſatisfaction 

Demand a more particular account; £42 

This Paper will inform you, ſign d by moſt 

Ofth' eminent Commanders in the Army, 

In which at large they juſtifiemy eonduct, | 
And wipe off all aſperſions. [ Preſents a Writing. 
Mah. You have indeed giv'n ample ſatisfaction , 
And tho'o'ercome you acquit your ſelf with honour; 

My Pyrrhus (till deſerves my beſt eſteem 
And claims the higheſt place in my affections. _ 

X 5 from the Throne, and embraces him. 
Therefore let theſe embraces witneſs for me, 
That I impute this loſs to no defect 
In you; but praiſe your conduct, and your valour. 
Continue ſtill t enjoy your dignity; 
Aud be the ſecond Perſon in that Empire, ä 
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Which with your Sword ſo bravely you defend, 
What tho” our glory be a while obſcur'd ? 
The cleareſt day is not without ſome cloud. 

The next Campaign will give, what this has loſt, 
And while th' Heroick Pyrrhus ſhines in Arms 

Our wide Dominions ſhall the World o'er-run " 
And my pale Creſcent brighten to a Sun. [Exenn;, 


N 


S CE N E, The Seraglio. 
Enter Haly and Cuproli. 


NAA. 


Id you obſerve with what a thund'ring tone 


The Royal boaſter talk'd ? How loud he 
bluſter'd 2? | 


As if the loſs of this important place 
Had added to the grandeur of his Empire. 
Cupr. The Panegyrick of his darling Pyrrhus 
Tranſported him ſo far, that he forgot 
His ſhameful overthrow, and look'd as ſtern 
As it his Foes were all in battle ſlain, 
And Buda ſtill were patt of his dominicns. 
Hal. And ſoit now had been, had not my care, 
My vigilant, unweary'd diligence - 
Still balk'd, and undermin'd the Viſirs conduct. 
For I muſt own (tho* curſing let me ſpeak it) 
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Abraver Gen'ral never ſhone in ſteel. 
And yet his skill in warlike diſcipline 
So cools, and qualifies his matchleſs courage, 
That itne'er conquers the reſtraining bounds 
Of Reaſon, ordegen rates into raſhneſs : 
'Tis no impetuous ſally of the blood ; 
But 'tis the conſtitution of his Soul, 
And canno more ... 
Cupr. Cankers conſume your tongue; 
Muſt you too in his praiſe turn orator , 
And waſte on ſo deteſtable a ſubject 
Your awkward rhetorick ? 
Hal. Miſtake menot;... 
Tho'I do juſtice to his character, 
You cannot boaſt a more exalted hatred 
Againſtthe Viſirs perſon , than my ſelf; 
Who have with ſuthdexterity defeated 
His plots, and render'd all his hopes abortive. 
Cupr. But to what purpoſe ? Since he's rooted ſtil 
As deep as ever in the Sultans favour; ... 
but by the rage that glows within my breaſt, 
He ſhall not ſcape me thus, tho' now he ſhines 
Above us all, and lords it o'er his betters ; 
And while he moves in that exalted ſphere , 
Injuriouſly debars me from my right. 
For that high office by inheritance 
Isduetome, who am the Son and Brother 
Ot two ſucceſſive Viſirs ; why ſhould, 
My friend, be thought unworthy of that honour 
Which my great Father, and my elder Brother 
With ſuch ficceſs have manag'd ? 
Hal. Mahomet. 
No doubt can give a reaſon. 
Cupr. Mahomet ? 
That name begins to grate my ears as harſhly 
As that ot the * more deteſted Pyrrhus, 
For how can I pay dutiful allegiance 
To him, who ne'er regarding my deſert ; 
| | B 3 Has 


* N * 4 
—— — 


: — — == 2 
% N - — —— — 2 
222 — —ñ̊ — 
* 


22 ABRA-MULE: or, 


Has giv'n my right to that aſpiring upſtart , 


And ſtill ſupports him, wears him next his heart 
In ſpight of all... But ſae, the hated Viſir 


Appears, and with him that black ominous dog 


At ſignt of 'em. . . Let us retire, and (hun 


Theit walk; the ajr they breathe in is not wholſom, 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Pyrrhus , and the Kiſler Aga. 


Pyr. Ha! Cuproly, and Haly! Their cabals 
Portend no good ta me... 


For ['ve obſerv'd that thoſe two haughty Courtiers 
Since my advancement have, with envious eyes, 


Beheld my honours ; with a gloomy look 


The Kiſter Aga. Death.. . my blood ferments 


They ſcowl upon me, if I chance to meet them: 


Then with a ſtiff, unwilling bow they pay me 
Surly reſpect, and ſullenly paſs by. 
Kiſl. This arrogant behaviour gives. 
Pyr. No more | 
Thavenotime ta waſte on toys like theſe ; 
The care of life and ſafety matt employ 
My leiſure hours at preſent I've affairs 
Of greater moment... You'vealready heard 
Theſtory of my Love, and Mwr;/ar bateneſs ; 
Ande're an hour is paſt , you will receive 
The beauteous Abra from that Monſters hand. 
Kiſt. Already I've receiv'd that lovely Maid ; 
And ſure ſhe is ſo exquiſitely fram'd, 
That | who many years have dealt in beauty 
And had the faireſt Females from all parts 
Committed to my care, ne'eryet beheld, 
Mongſt ſuch variety of foreign charms, 
A Virgin half ſo lovely... She excels 
Ev'n Engliſh Beauties, and eclipſes af 
Thoſe various Nations, who with pride attend 
Upon the Sultans pleaſures. 
Pyr. O! She is all perfection; and tho“ horn 
In a cold frozen clime, oer - ſpread with ice 


And 
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And driving ſnow , (Which, if compar'd with hers 
Loſes its whiteneſs) yet her eyes dart fire 
Ableto melt the moſt benum'd ofhearts 
With kindling warmth, and thaw it into ſoftneſs. 
Therefore, my Friend, asthou regard it my life, 
Conſpire with me in this. tis honeſt fraud; 
Secretly free her from this new conſinement, 
And, while thou canſty, reſtore her to my wiſhes. 
Xi. What you propoſe is hazardous and difficult: 
Her beauty could not ſcape th* oblervingeyes 
Ot ſome in the Seraglio; and be ſure 
ve Spies enough upon me, who for hope 
Ofareward, will give the Sultan notice 
Ofſuch unfaithful dealing... One I know 
Who has it in her pow'r t'inform againſt me. 
For to divert the beauteous Strangers ſadneſs, 
I recommended her to the acquaintance 
Of one who holds the very next apartment; 
Whom I commanded by her frequent viſits, 
To chear her ſolitude. 
Pyr. O fear not her: 
She never will inform; but rather chuſe 
For her on ſake) taſliſt thee in removing 
Her charming Rival hence. 
Kiſi. Perhaps ſhe might, 


Had ſhe that youth and bloom ſhe once enjoy'd : 


But this is one, whoſe antiquated beauty 

Has loſt the privilege ot che Sultans bed; 

And is beſtow'd upon the Prince his Brother, 
The am'rous Solyman. However, Sir, | 

I ſhall obſerve her temper ; Gold perhaps 

May bribe her to be ſilent, and the reſt 

Time may diſpatch beyond your expectation, 
Nor are they groundleſs hopes... I have a project, 
(At leiſure you ſhall hear particulars) 

Which, tho' it cannot now be executed, 
May one day crown your loves. 


Pyr. Till then , my Friend 
, . B 4 Be 
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Be it thy care to keep her from the ſight - 

Of Mahomet; who, as he is o'erwhelm'd 
With cares, and vex'd at unſucceſsful War, 
Neglects his loves; and therefore will forbear 
To claim her of thee, while he's ignorant 
How beautiful a treaſure he poſſeſſes. | 
Mean while my care ſhall be to fill his mind 
With freſh ſupplies of bus'neſs, to divert him 
From am'rous thoughts... The reſt of my defign 
I will impart hereafter... Onething more... 
Let Zaida ſtil] have free admiſſion to her; 

Her converfation will abate her melancholy , 
And make the timeleſs tedious. 


Kil. Doubt not, Sir, - 
Of my fidelity, and be aſſur'd | 
Your caresare mine... [Exeunt ſeverally. 


Re-enter Haly and Cuproli. 
Kal. Twas greatly thought: but an attempt ſo 
daring . 
Staggers my reſolution. 
cupr. Canſt thou ſcruple ? 
tell thee, Fate is in our enterprize: 
Iſee it written in ih eternal volume, 
That Mahomet muſt tumble... Il your doubts 
Will quickly vaniſh, if you but reflect 
On his paſt Reign which flill has been attended 
With one continu'd ſeries ot misfortunes. 
You need not be inform'd that ill ſucceſs 
Renders a Sultan odious in the eyes 
Ofth' unreflecting vulgar , who conclude 
That angry Heav'n will never be aton'd , 
Till they remove him from th' Imperial ſear. 
Our Armys unexpected overthrow 
Before Vienna, whence they were repuls'd 
After a tedious and expenſive Siege, 
You know incens'd the murm'ring populace, 
And ev'n the ruling part of the Divan. 
But the late Loſs ot Buda has enrag d them 
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Beyond all bounds; and now they only want 
Some perſon of authority to head em, 
And fire *em with the name of Solyman 
The next Succeſſor , who will eaſily 
Be wrought iuto ourplot .. . What think you now? 
Hal. Why now I am convinc'd that Mahomet 
Sits looſe upon his throne : H'as long been rott'ring, 
And nothing now is wanting, bat our help 
To haſten Fate, and finiſh his deſtruction. 
Cutr. Ves; ſince he ſtill protects my mortal Foe , 
He ſhall be thrown from the Imperial (eat, 
And cruſh that Fav'rite with his dreadful ruins. 
Thus I at once ſhall ſatiate my revenge, 
And glut ambition; for the next Succeſſor 
I know will do me right; and thou, my Friend, 
Shalt then enjoy the third place in the Empire 
Which hated Rarah-Ibraim now uſurps, 
And thou ſo well deſerv'ſt. 
Hal. You over-rate 
My actions, it you think they can deſerve 
The third place in the Empire.. Tho' at preſent 
I ſee no cauſe why l ſhould not be thought 
As worthy of the ſecond, as yourſelf. { Aſide. 
But what if unaſpiring Soſyman , 
Control'd by checks of Conſcience, ſhould refuſe 
So daring a propoſal ? He's the hinge 
On which our project turns, and ſhould he fail us, 
Our plots are all unravell'd. 
Cupr. | conteſs | 
Tis in his pow'r to fruſtrate all our hopes, 
Nor can this bold conſpiracy ſucceed , 
Unleſs that Prince concur to our defign. 
For tho' the Soldiers hearts be alienated 
From Mahomet , yet they will ne'er revolt, 
Till the next Prince of the Imperial line 
Appear, and urge his title tothe Throne. | 
Hal. Then Solyman, | tear, will ne'er comply 
With our delires, 
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Cupr. Tis true he wants ambition, 
And melancholy blood retards the ſprings 
Of his unactive Soul; aud. what is worſe, 
He talks of Virtue, Conſcience, and Religion: 
But then he's am'rous, ſubtle, and deſigning ; 
And thou and I, by long and near acquaintance, 
Have gain'dan abſolute aſcendart o'er him; 
By means of which we may , without reſtraint, 
Uſe the moſt cogent azguments to fire 
His Soul wtth glorious thoughts of Fame & Empire: 
Ha! we have talk'd him hither . .. 
Enter Soly man. 
Sol. What is the ſubject of debate, my Friends? 
Cupr. Why, Sir, we were Conſulting which is 
better , 
To ſuffer by the bow-ſtring or the ſcymitar. 
Sol. But why that queſtion ? | 
Cupr. Tis a proper one; 
For that we are to die is paſt all doubt. 
Sol. Your Reaſon? 
Cupr. You know we have arraign'd the Viſtrs 
conduct 
Before the Sultan; but without ſucceſs. 
And fince we have not, as we firſt de ſign'd, 
Completed his deſtruction , tis moſt certain 
We have effectually procur'd our own. 
For having openly declar'd our ſelves 
Enemiesto that Fav'rite, we havedrawn 
Mahomets hatred on us, who, youknow, 
Can neverreſt, while any he ſuſpects 
Is Maſter of a head. 
Sol. Then I, itſeems, 
Am ſubject to like danger. 
Cupr. True, you are; 
And how you can digeſt ſuch rough, coarſe treat- 
ment 
I know not. Can you periſh like a Slave? 
Think 
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Think... Lou are born a Prince .. Think an that 


only. | | 
Hal. Can you be ſtrangled hy th' aecurſed hands, 
Of haggard Mutes whole dumbneſs ſpeaks more 
horror 
Than all th' inſulting, barb'rous eloquence 
Ofcruel, talking Executioners ; 
Whoſe evergloomy and unalter'd looks 
Shew they are not more dumb, than deafto pity. 
Indeed for ſuch plebeian ſouls as ours 
It matters not; but is it fitting , Sir, 
Is't fitting that a Prince born to com mand 
The World, ſhould ſuffer by th unhatlow'd hands 
Of ſuch deteſted Villains? 
Sol. But what means 
Are to be us'd for ſafety and pre vention? 
Cupr. The means are obvious; ſince we are em- 
bark'd | 
In a deſign ſo dang'rous, we're oblig'd 
To puſh the expedition on, withall 
Our might, and drive our treaſons to the head; 
For nothing can ſecure us now from puniſhment 
For our paſt actions, but atchieving greater. 
Sol. | know not what you drive at. 
Cupr. Tobeplain, 
The Sultan mutt be ruin'd, or we periſh. 
Sol. Ha! | 
Hal, Why do you ſtart, my Lord? Tis nonew 
thin | 
To ſee a Sultan tumbled from the Throne. 
Sol. Viihear no more o' this. 
Cupr, What pity tis | 
That Ihad not your birth, or you my ſoul1... 
A Prince without ambition !.. 
O monſtrous contradiction ! How it ſounds ! 
For ſhame, Sir, lay aſide theſe grov'ling thoughts, 
Exert your Royalty, and be your ſelf; 
Or 1 ſhall grow your Rival, and ſuſpect 
| | That, 
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Cupr. Tis true he wants ambition, 
And melancholy blood retards the ſprings 
Of his unactive Soul; and, what is worſe, 
He talks of Virtue, Conſcjence, and Religion: 
But then he's am'rous, ſubtle, and deſigning ; 
And thou and I, by longand near acquaintance, 
Have gain'dan abſolute aſcendargt o'er him; 
By means of which we may , without reſtraint, 
Uſe the moſt cogent arguments to fire 
His Soul wtth glorious thoughts of Fame & Empire: 
Ha! we have talk'd him hither . .. 
Enter Soly man. 
Sol. What is the ſubjeR of debate, my Friends? 
Cupr. Why, Sir, we were conlulting which is 
better , | 
To ſuffer by the bow-ftring or the ſcymitar. 
Sol. But why that queſtion ? 
Cupr. Tis a proper one; 
For that we are to die is paſt all doubt. 
Sol. Yaur Reaſon? 
Cupr. You know we have arraign'd the Viſtrs 
conduct 
Before the Sultan; but without ſucceſs. 
And fince we have not, as we firit defign'd , 
Completed his deſtruction , tis moſt certain 
We have effectually procur'd our own. 
For having openly declar'd our ſelves 
Enemies to that Fav'rite, we have drawn 
Mahomets hatred on us, who, you know, 
Can neverreſt, while any he ſuſpects 
Is Maſter of a head. 
Sol. Then I, itſeems, 
Am ſubject to like danger. 
Cupr. True, you are; 
And how you can digeſt ſuch rough, coarſe treat- 
ment 
I know not. Can you periſh like a Slave ? 
Think 
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Think,., You are born a Prince ... Think an that 
only. | | 
Hal. Co you be ſtrangled by th' accurſed hands, 
Of haggard Mutes? whole dumbneſs ſpeaks more 
horror | 
Than all th' inſulting, barb'rons eloquence 
Of cruel, talking Executioners ; 
Whoſe evergloomy and unalter'd looks 
She w they are not more dumb, than deaf to pity. 
Indeed for ſuch plebeian ſouls as ours 
It matters not; but is it fitting, Sir, 
Is't fitting that a Prince born to com mand 
The World, ſhould ſuffer by th unhallow'd hands 
Of ſuch deteſted Villains? 
Sol. But what means | 
Are to be us'd for ſafety and pre vention? 
Cupr. The means are obvious; ſince we are em- 
bark'd f 
In a deſign ſo dang'rous, we're oblig'd 
To puſh the expedition on, withall 
Our might, and drive our treaſons to the head; 
For nothing can ſecure us now from puniſhment 
For our paſt actions, but atchievinꝑ greater. 
Sol. | know not what you drive at. 
Cupr. Tobeplain, 
The Sultan mult be ruin'd, or we periſh. 
Sol, Ha! | 
Hal, Why do you ſtart, my Lord? "Tis nonew 
thing | 
To ſee a Sultan tumbled from the Throne. 
Sol. Vii hear no more o this, 
Cupr, What pity tis 
That I haq not 4 birth, or you my ſoul... 
A Prince without ambition !... 
O monſtrous contradiction ! How it ſounds ! 
For ſhame, Sir, lay aſide theſe grov'ling thoughts, 
Exert your Royalty, and be yourſelf; 
Or | ſhall grow your Rival, and ſuſpect 
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That, ſince one night gave being tons both, 
Our Mothers by conſent exchang'd their Infants : 
And tho I'm cheated of my glorious birth, 
You are the Viſirs Son, and I the Prince. 

Hal. I muſt confeſs, I thought the Univerſe 
Could not have ſhewn a breaſt ſo void of fire, 
As to reject with coldneſs and diſdain 
The Empire of the World. At ſuch a proffer 
You ſhould have bounded from the earth with tranſ- 

port ; | - 
Have thrown your eager arms about our necks. 
With 8 eyes, and checks that glow'd am- 
ition, 

And pray'd for thouſand bleſſings on our heads. 
O how inſenfible, how ſpiritleſs 
Is he, whom all the dazzling charms of greatneſs, 
And uncontrol'd dominion cannot move ! 

Sol. My Friends, you are too violent, and miſtake 

me; ; 

J am not of ſo mortify'd a Spirit, 
Asto 1e the golden reins of Empire; 
But yet I am not ſo in love with power 
As to diſſolve the ſacred ties af Nature, 
And break thro' all reſtraint of Law & Conſcience, 


To make my ſelt Lord of the Univerſe. 


No... I would ſooner live and die in ſilence, 
Untalk'd of by the world, than gain a Throne 
By ſuch illegal means. 

Hal. But ſure your Conſcience muſt he over- nice, 
If you call that illegal and unjuſt 5 
Which Nature has commanded: Self defence 
Is her firſt principle... Think on your wrongs, 
Confider you can never injure him , 

Since he's th' unjuſt aggreſſor. Has he not 
Debarr'd you from the pleaſures of the Court, 
Confin'd you to a Guard? and, what is worſe, 
Has he not thrice attempted on your life? 
Which had infallibly been facrific'd , 
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To ſatiate his unnat'ral thirſt of blood; 
Had not the Sultaneſs with pious fraud 
Cheated his cruelty. 

Sol. All this I grant; | 
But were his crimes more num'rous than they are, 
And he a blacker Devil than you make him; 
vet could l ne'er conſent to urge his Fate, 

Nor mount that Throne from which my Brother fell 

By lawleſs violence .. As for our lives, | 

I know hedaresnot think a thought againſt them, 

For in this doubtful poſture of affairs 

His int'relt is to ſooth the populace , 

Who by our deaths would be incens'd to madneſs. 
cupr. Suppoſe your Life be ſafe , which yer I 


queſtion; | 


I'd ſoonerdie the moſt abhorr'd of deaths, 
Than live as you do... Princes of the Blood, 
And Brothers to the Sultan ? His Slaves rather ; 
Forc'd to comply with all his ſa vage humours, 
Abridg'd of pleaſure, ayd ofliberty. 
For ſhould you dare to caſt an am'rous glance 
On one of thoſe innumerable Beauties, 
Whom his unbounded luxury engrofles , 
Yourhead muſt pay the forfeit of your eyes. 
Tis true; when they grow ſtale and antiquated," 
To you his generoſity reſigns'em. 
He riotouſly enjoys their youth and bloom, 
Then leaves their age, and uglineſs to you. 
Himſelf he feaſts, but lightly puts you off 
With the vile ſcraps and leavings of his Luſt, 

Sol. I prithee, Friend, no more. 

Cupr. Yes, Sir, I've done, 
Now you may go , impeach us to the Sultan, 
(Foryou, | find , arerank'd among his Creatures) 
And take our lives, for ſaucily endeav'rin 
To make you happy ; and we'll die, my Friend, 


Without repining at our deſtiny ; 


[ To Hal, 
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Since Solyman has ſworn to have it ſo. 
Sol. You do me wrong by ſuch unjuſt ſuſpicions; 
My Friendſhip to you both is firm as ever: 
Nor ſhall my aid be wanting to aſſiſt 
Your plots agaitiſt the Viſit, and advance you 
To thoſe high honours which your merits claim. 
But tor my Brother's Fate... no more o' that. 
My Friends, let me intreat you to retire ; 
And leave me to my ſelf... . 


Hal. We go, in hopes that when we meet again, 
Your Reſolution will not be ſo ſtron | 
Againſt your mi'reſt... [Ex. Hal. am Cupt. 

Soly man ſolus. 

No; I am not in hafte to hold the freitis 
Of this unmanageable Government, 5 
Oppreſs'd by its own weight , and leſſen'd by its 

gteatneſs. 
"Tis true, were ours, like other Monarchies, 
Founded on whottome laws, ſupported by them, 
Aided by Senates; or did King and People 
Think it their int'reft to affiſt each other, 
Th' Otteman Throne would then be worth ambi- 

tions 3d £19: 
But what, alas! is atbſtrary rule? 
He's fur the greater and the happier Monarch, 
Whole pow'r is bounded by coercive laws ; 
Since white they hmir, they preſerve hrs Empire. 
Yet what my fiery Friends have urg'd, has made 
Some ſlight impreſſion on me... Mahomer 
With jealous eyes ſurveys me, thwarts my loves: 
And keeps the youth of his Seraglio from me. 
Which would indeed be infupportable , 
Did not my truſty confident Mardma 
By ſtealth convey to my defiring arms 
Some of his choiceſl beauties: by her wit 
] cheat the Sultan, and enjoy thoſe pleatures 
Which vainly he imagines all his own, 
And quite debarr'd from all the world befide, 


Enter 


ier 


Euter Marama. 


My dear Mar ama. 

Mar. O Sir, you're obliging: 
But are my charms of ſuch attractive force 
As to extort that paſſionate expreflion ? 
If ſo; tf I deſerve that am'rous title, 
Why are you not content with my embraces 
Which Mahomet allows you? No... I'm old, 
And my decgying beauty is laid by, 
Scorn'd and deſpis d: Thoſe ſoft endearing words 
Are not beſtow'd upon me for my ſake; 
But for their ſakes , whom [ by various arts 
Perſuade to make you happy ; ſo that now 
I gain your Love by other womens charms , 
And only pleaſe by proxy. | 

Sol. No, thou'rtall amiable; ſuch ſprightly wit, 
Such depth of thought, ſo fertile an in vention 
Shall ever claim the Love of all our ſex, 
And wonder of thy own. | 

Mar. Well, {lighted as I am , I yet am true, 
And giveſuch proofs of my fidelity 
As ſure no Woman ever gave before; 
Nor ever will again, white I employ N 
My female cunning, plot, and rack my brain, 
To bring my happy rivals to your arms. 
This very hour have l been lab'ring for you; 
Height'ning your character, and kindling love 
In the moſt charming maid Lever faw. 
With whom, though now ſhe be but juſt arriv'd ; 
I by the Kiſſers poſitive commaud, 
And my familiar manner efaddreſs, 
Already have contracted fome acquaintance. 
The Kiſter (for what reaſon is a ſecret ) 
Seems not in haſte to ſhew her to the Sultan; 
And ſhe, as if not conſcious of her beauty, 
Is not ambitious to appear before him. 
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Theſe circumſtances favour my deſign ; 
Which you muſt now engage in: I've contriy'd 
A way to guide you into her apartment; 
Where you may ſigh and languith at her Feet, 
T* expreſs a paſſion which the ſight of her 
Muſt needs inſpire you with, 

Sol. O my Marama , "EEE 
Lead me this moment, lead me to that place 
Where may ſee this Maſter- piece of Nature; 
And then continue to aſſiſt my love, 
And perfect what thou ha't ſo well begun. 


Dethrone my Brother! No, there's no temptation, 
[eAfide. 


I neverenvy'd him the toils of State; 

Now ev'nin Love I'm happier far than he. 

For tho he riots midſt a thouſand Beauties, 

He wants the Lovers greateſt happineſs. 

He his fair Slaves commands, and to his arms 

They ſtrait reſign their unreſiſting charms ; 

But l my plots and ftratagems prepare, 

And court at diſtance the refuſing fair; 

While 1 from hope a filent joy conceive, 

And ev'n my feats a doubttul pleaſure give: 

Till he ſubmits to Loves reſiſtleſs laws, 

And cures the ſickneſs which her ſelf did cauſe. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT 
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AL os 


SCEMNMS 1. 
SCEN E, Abras Apartment. 
2 Enter Abra and Zaida. 
A 1X4. 


He loſs of liberty to all mankind 
Is moſt afflictive; but to my gay Sex; 

And ſprightly youth 'tis . 
And yet this cloſe confinement pains me leſs 
Than ſeparation from my much-lov'd Lord: 
Were | with him in narrower bounds impriſon'd , 
Impriſonment it ſeit would pleaſe ; but ſince 
His charming converiation isdeny'd me, 
I, like the melancholy nightingale , 
Shut in a cage, and widow'd from her lover, 
unt. Should languiſh, droop, and pine my ſelf to death, 
If thou, my Zaida, faithful to my ſuff rings 
Wert not admitted to me, to partake 
My miſeries, and mingle ſorrow with me. 

Zaid. Believe me, Madam, tis with great 

concern | 

I view your tears; I cannot ſee you thus: 
Let me intreat you, dry your beauteous eyes; 
Diſpel thoſe clouds , apd wear a chearful air , 
Or l muſt call Marama to divert you. 

Abr. Why woudſt thou vex me more with th 

remembrance 

Of chat eternal talker? She 8 me 


No 
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No; tho'I ſmooth'd my looks, while ſhe was by, 
And ſmiling ſeem'd to liſten to her tattle, 
So to prevent ſuſpicion of my love; 
Yet know with pain and torture I endur'd Ma 
The perſecution ofher mercileſs tongue, 
For nothing is moretedious to a wretch 
O'erwhelm'd with miſery, than to diſſemble 
His grief, and be deny'd to give it vent. 
And none are more impatient of impertinence 
Than the afflicted .. How did ſhe torment 
My ſuff' ring ears with ill tim'd, idle mirth! 
With fulſom praiſes of the Princes beauty, 
And with more nauſeous flattery of my own! 
Why what's the Prince to me? Suppoſe bis ſhape 
Be well proportion'd, and his air ſo charming; 
Yet why muſt I be teiz'd with ſuch deſcriptions > 
Zaid. Madam, I wifh that part of her diſcourſe 
Were ſo impertinent as you imagine. 
Abr. What means my Zaida by thoſe doubtful 
words? 
Zaid. With reaſon I ſuſpect twas not for nothing 
That ſhe appear'd ſo zealous in his praiſe. 
] fear ſhe has ſome deep deſign on foot, 
Which may occafion more uneafineſs 
To you... But ſee, ſhe has explain'd her meaning. 
Enter Soly man and Marama. 
Abr. Confuſion, and furprize 1 Some Pow'r 


protect me 1's 
(ory mee comes for ward, andthrows himſelf at 
er feet. 


Mar. I ſee (he's fir'd; from her upbraiding looks 
She darts reproof, and chides me with her eyes. 

Sol. See, Madam, at your feet a proſtrate Prince 
Who led by your fam'd beauty hither comes 
(Tho' with apparent hazard of his life) 
lo oſter you his unpolluted vows; 

And melt you into love, or dis before you. 


by, 
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Zaid. Is this well done, Marama ? .. Treach'rous 
woman! 
Mar. Peace, Fool... Thy Miſtreſs knows not her 
own int'reſt, 
If with affected coyneſs ſhe refuſe him. 
Sol. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam; and fear 
lam th' unhappy cauſe ot your diſquiet. 
I have been rude, and impudently preſs'd 
Upon your privacy... But oh! your charms 
Have taken ample vengeance on my folly 
By cauſing more contuſion in my Soul, 
Than my intruding boldneſs can in yours. 
What, not a look? O turn your beauteous eyes, 
And with another glance confirm me dead, 
If yet live; , for I have drank ſo deep 
Of love, that it already has o'erwheim'd 
My reaſon , rais'd a tempeſt in my breaſt 
Which racks my Soul; but oh 1 the mighty pleaſure 
Riſes in juſt proportion to the rorment, 


And had you pain'd me leſs, youleſs had pleas d me, 


Zaid. I ſee reſentment kindling in her looks; 
As her ſurprize abates, her anger riſes, | 
And indignation ſparkles in her eyes. 

Abr. Yes; you have ſeen me in confuſion , Sir; 
And think perhaps that one whom her misfortunes 
Have made a Slave, will readily comply 
With your firſt offer, and is fit for nothing 
But to be made the object of affronts. 

But, Prince, I muſtinform you... 

Sol. O forbear; 

Forbear, fair Excellence, to ſtab me through 
With ſuch unkind expreſſions... You a Slave: 
'Tis my ambition, Madam, to be yours. 

But all in vain ; for ſtill you are difpleas'd... 
Yet ev'n your anger charms, and you appear 
Awtully fair, and lovely in your frowns. 


Not our great Prophet's ſelf enjoys ſuch beauty 5 


In the delicious groves of Paradiſe , 


f C 2 | When 
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When on ſweet heds of flow'rs.. . 
Abr If any thing | 

Can poſſibly be more offenſive to me 

Than flatt'ry , "tis prophaneneſs... 


Sol. Such ſharp reproof ! pronounc'd with ſuch 


an accent, 

And with a look ſo charmingly ſevere! 

RelentleG fates! Ah! why am condemn'd 

T' offend the only perſon in the world 
Whom I defire to pleaſe ? Is't poſſible 

That any wretch can be more curs'd than I? 
When ev'ry word you ſpeakinflames my love, 
Yet adds to my deſpair, 

Abr. Fly, Sir; be gone, | 

While yet you're ſate; your Brother will be here, 
And certain death you know's the conſequence. 

Sol. And certain death is welcome; let it come 

In the moſt ghaſtly ſhape it can put on; 

Yet your diſdain will fill me with more horror, 
Than all irs griſly terrors. Since my love , 

My ſpotleſs love offends you... Take my head; 
Let me intreat you, Madam, facrifice it 

To my inexorable Brothers rage. 


Yourlove's my firſt deſire, and death my ſecond. | 


This favour ſure you readily will grant; 
Such pity the diſpleas'd, the cruel Abra 
Will not deny ev'n to her greateſt Foe, 
The curſt, the ſcorn'd, the hated Solyman. 

Abr. lam not, Sir, defirous of revenge; 
And therefore pardon you on theſe conditions, 
That you withdraw, fuppreſs this hopeleſs love, 
And leave me to enjoy thatconverſation 
Which better ſaits my ſex. and circumſtances. 

Sel. Tho' dying miſers with far leſs regret 
Forſake their lands, and bags of hoarded gold, 
Vet, Madam, ev'n in this Iwill obey. 

But when I'm parted from you, think, O think 
The image of your charms is ſtil] before me; 


Lg 


And 


| ſuch 


nd. 


And 


LOVE AND EMPIRE. 37 


And when ſleep, if any ſleep can cloſe 
My weeping eye-lids) then my buſie fancy 
Preſents to me in dream your lov'd idea. 
And then reflect what pangs l muſt endure, 
What melancholy days, and reſtleſs nights, 
When I confider your relentleſs heart, 
And my own loſt condition., Think on this, 
Andthen let pity plead in my behalt. 
And you, kind Fair, (for in your looks I read 
{To Zaida. 
Goodneſs, andſoft compaſſion) intercede 
With your inexorable Miftreſs for me. 
Be you my Advocate; exert your int'reſt 
In adiſtreſs'd, a dying Lovers cauſe. 
And once more, Madam, e're Igo, Ibegyou 
[Te Abra. 
Remember in your hands my fate is lodg'd ; 
From you a curſe or bleſſing I derive, 
Die when you frown , but with your ſmiles revive. 
[Ex with Mar. 
Abr. My Smiles! vain Mani Heſeem'd to mock 
my ſuff rings; ; 
For who e er heard of ſmiling miſery ? 
Alas! my Zaida, what a world of woe 77 
Had Fate in ſtore, what mighty funds of ſorrow 
T' increaſe the preſſing weight of my misfortunes ! 
For oh ! I fear the diſmal conſequence 
Of this fond Princes paſſion... Haſte, my Zaida, 
Find out my Lord; and give him timely notice 
Of what has happen'd.. Exit Zaida. 
How great is the miſtake of our vain Sex , 
Who think the number oftheir fond admirers 
Alone can make em happy !... She indeed 
Who unſubdu'd by Love his pow'r defies, p 
May with delight her num'rous conqueſts prize; * 
And view With careleſs air the triumphs of her ) 
eyes. | ny 
But when thoſe am'rous pains our breaſts divide, 
C 3 we 
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We find, in ſpight of our fantaſtick pride, 
We ſhoutd more rrue and laſting pleaſure prove, 
Were we belov'dby none, but thoſe we love. 


| Scene ſhuts, 
| Enter Haly and Cuprohi. 
Hal. The brince in Love, yonuſay ... Had you 
inform'd me 


That he's grown fond of Empire, yon had told 
A ſecret worth the hearing... But what uſe 
Do you intend to make of this diſcov'ry ? 
Cupr. ge patient then, & in few words 1'lteHyou. 
Not half an hour ago | met the Prince; 
Who, tho' heſeem'd impatient of dehy; 
And eager to be gone, abruptly told me 
He was engag d in an affairoflove ; 
And juſt then going with his Spy Marama 
To the apartment 'ofa'beaureons Virgin, 
Who came this day to the Seraglio. . 
But that which makes directly for my purpoſe, 
And which ground my project on, is this: 
As yet the Suſtan has not ſeen this Beauty; 
Nor is the Xr forward to prefent her, 
Nor ſhe to be preſented. Solyman 
On this builds all his hopes... ltheſacceed, 
And without difficulty gain his Miſtreſs , 
He never will be work' d into our Plot. 
Wherefore our care muſt be t inform the Sultaa 
Ot this new Beauty; Mahonrer as a heart 
As ſott to Loves impreſſions, as his Brother. 
Then when the longing Prince percei ves his hopes 
Defeated , and this Mitres ra viſ'd from him 
By that all- powerful Rival, he will need 
No moxe perſunſions to dethrone his Brother; 
Since that's tho only method he can take 


To make him happy, in the fall enjoyment Ht 
Of what he ſo impatiently defires. | * 

Hal. Auſpicious Plot! Sure miſchief never thrives L. 
vy out the help ot Woman .. But WHich w W 


Shall 


rives 


N. 
Shall 
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Shall we diſcover this important ſecret 
To Mahomet? a 
Cupr. For that depend on me. 
I havea femgle Creature in the Court; 
Her I'll inſtruct to hint it to his ear, 
And fire his jealouſie . Ha 1 here again? 
Enter Pyrrhus, the Kiſler Aga, and Zaida, 
New interruption from thathateful pair ? 
Away, retire ; we muſt not be obſerv'd. 
| [Ex. Hal. and Cupr. 
Pyr. Curs'd accident! . . Sure fome malignant 
Planet 
Which long has ſpar'd me, now of late begins 
To ſhed on me its babe ful influence. 
A Rival! .. This of all my mighty woes 
Comes leaſt expected; with vain flatt'ring hopes 
] comforted my ſelf, that her confinement , 
However grievous to me, would at leaſt 
Secure me from the danger of a rival. 
But now | am deny'd the wretched privilege, 
Which ev'n from my misfortunes lenjoy'd. 
But tell me, Zaida, has my Love receivr'd 
The letter which I ſent her? Twill perhaps 
Be ſome refreſhment to her troubled Soul 
To read thoſe lines, and bathe them with her tears. 
Zaid. Before I left her, no ſuch letter came 
To her Apartment. | 
Kiſt. 1deliver'd it | 
To one of my attending, truſty Slaves ; 
With ſtrict command to give it none, but her. 

Pyr. Zut ſee, th injurious robber of my reſt 
Appears... | 
Enter Solyman uſing. 

it. The Prince! Pray, good my Lord, retire, 
He muſt not ſee us two in-conſultation. | Heeunt. 
Sol. Dol yet live? Orhas Loves wondrous fore 
Transformꝭd me to a Ghoſt? My frighted Friends. 
Will fly me ſoon, and OY my lonely walks. 
4 
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O werethat all, I might be happy ſtill . 
But ſhe whom moſt I labour to purſue, 
She, ſhe will fly me, hate me, ſcorn me, loath me; 
She will: ... She has, ſhe does; and 'tis not likely 
That ſhe , who now rejects me with diſdain , | 
Should fall in love with my detormity , 

My meagre looks, and more than dying paleneſs. 
Tho' tis but juſt ſhe ſhould with pity view me, 
Since my deformity will be reflected | 
From her all conqu'ring beauty; tis but juſt 
She ſhould at laſt be kind, and with her love 
Repair the ruins which her ſcorn has made. 
Enter Marama. | 
Mar. Alone, my Lord ? You Lovers are fo 
thoughtful... | | 
Sol. O my Marama ! do not mock my miſeries; 
I ſwear tis now no time for trifling with me; 
Ihave no middle fate, but now muſt be 
Moſt wretched, or molt happy. 
Mar. Happy, Sir; . 
For if my cunning, which neꝰer fail'd you yet, 


Be not quite haraſs'd out, that ſcornful Fair | * 
Shall yet be yours. T' 

Sol. I doubt it, dear Marams... Sc 
Such keen reflections, ſuch reſentful looks, D 
Such fix d reſolves ſhew more ot hate than coxneſs. 


Canſt thou not gueſs the cauſe of her ſeverny ? 
Mar. I can. 


Sol. O ſpeak! 


Mar. This paper will ſpeak for me.[Giving a Letter. 


Sol, N here ? Diſtraction !... To his ſaiihſul 
Abra 5 


Ha! Abſence;.. Vous. Fidelity... For Souls 
Know no confinement . .. O the racking torture 1. 
Wondrous famihar! But no name ſubſcrib'd... 
How came you by this paper ? 

Mar. I met à Slave peſting tow'rds her Apartment; 
Whom1, ſjuipeRing , ſtopp'd; and telling him 


1 was 


me; 


kely 


ſs, 


e fo 


fo 


LOVE AND EMPIRE. 4r 
I was her Friend, and intimate acquaintance , 
And juft then going to her, with ſmooth words 
Perſuaded him t' intruſt me with his letter; - 
With promiſe to deliver it that minute. {Mu 
At firſtheſcrupl'd; . .. Hut at length remembring 
That he had ſeen me with her, lip'd the paper 
Into my hand, and in a moment vaniſh'd, 


Sol. Know you not whence it came ? 
Mar. The Slave was gone 


Fer | could ask the queſtion. '- 


Sol. Curſe on his haſte. 
May all... ; 
But I'll not waſte my curſes on a Slave; 


No... They (hall all be carefully reſerv'd 
For this dereſted Rival... Whoe'crhe be, 


| Forever blaſted be the hand that wrote, 


The heart that dictated theſe fond expreſſions. 
May Fortune ſeem to ſmile upon their wiſhes , 
But when they're juſt upon the brink of happineſs, 
Secure of diſappointment, may ſhe then 


Sever their loves, andtearthem from cach other, 


As thus... | About to tear the Letter. 
Mar. Hold, Sir, .. What would your fury de? 

This paper muſt be carefully preſerv'd; 

Some of your Friends may by the character 

Diſcover him who ſent it. 


Sol. I thank thy caution; rage and jeatouſie 
Had almoſt turn'd my brain... O to compleat 
The direful curſes which | would denounce 


Againſt that Foe who robs me of my quiet; 


May he be ſatisfy'd he has a Rival, 
And never know the perſon ; 10 that he 
May feel the pangs and throws which 1 endures 
And be as exquiſite a wretch , as he 
Who makes him ſe... 
| 2 Enter Cuproli. 
Cupr. My Lord, I came to find you. 


Sol. Why then thou cam ſt to find as very a Mad- 
mann | 


3 As 
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As ever rav'd in chains... Know you this hand ? 
Cupr. Perfectly as my own; it is the Viſirs, 
Too well I know that hated character, 
Which fign'd me my Commiſſion; which, if merit 
Had been reſpected, that aſpiring Fav'rite 
Would havereceiv'd from me, not I from him. 
Sol. The Viſir! ha! the Vifir? O my Cuproli, 
Thy hate againſt him, if compar'd with mine, 
Is mild as childrens love, or womens friendſhip. 
In glory he's thy rival, mine inlove ; 
Thee he debars from greatneſs, me from happineſs; 
Which nothing but his blood can &er atone for. 
Cupr. Now you're indeed a Prince: Tis Royal 
anger, 
But threats do nothing... [ 
Sol. Nor ſhall my vengeance terminare in threats; 
You know I am not us'd tomenace thus , 
And therefore may believe I am in earneſt. 
Mar. My company at preſent may be ſpar'd ; 

] will withdraw, and ſeek ſome other place, 
Where | may do more ſervice... Exit. 
Cupr. I do believe you; in your looks appears 

Noble reſent ment, and you now reſolve 
(I read it in your eyes) to fill the Throne, 
And bleſs your longing People with your reign. 
Sol. O torture not my brain with curs'd Ambition; 
To which | always was averſe; but now 
Much more than ever, ſince my lab'ring Soul 
Is wholly taken up with thoughts of Love. | 
Cupr. Why tis your Love that I defign to further; 
The Viſir ſtands betwixt yourthopes and you: 
Nor can you ever hurt a hair of his, | 
While Mahomet is able to protect him. 
Sol. So you have often ſaid. 
Cupr. And tis too true; 
Wherefore you either muſt contentedly 
Forego your Miſtreſs, or dethrone your Brother. 
Sel. Why ſhould he ſaffer tor the Viſirs fault? 
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My Brother's notmy Rival... 

Cupr. day you 10? | 
He is e'erthis, unleſs my truſly Agent 5 
Has plaid me falſe... [Afide. 


Sol. Retire , my worthy Friend ; 
Give mea moments thought , and I will follow, 
And then impartmy final reſolution. 

Cupr. Fare wel, my Lord.. ; Iſee Thave him ſures 
For it my arguments prove ineſſectual, 
My project cannot fail ; it matters not 
Tho I want Rhet\nick , ſince my ſtratagem 
Will amply makeamenas tor that defect. [au. 

Sol. Forego my Love? No... ſooner ſhali the 

frame 
Of Nature he unravel'd,.. yet my Soul 
Shrinks at the horror of my Brothers fate; 
And'tigmy firtt endeavour to complete 
My happineſs without diſturbing his. 
But it᷑ itbe decreed that either he 
Muſt quithis Throne, or I that charming maid.; 
My choice is made; it will be leis unnar'ral 
To break the tie of kindred than of Love. 
| Unter the Killer ga, 

But ſee, here comes the Mefienger of death. 
4ferr{am betray'd. 

XH. My Lord, „„ 

Can you not gueſs my bus'neſs ? 
Sol. Gueſſing, Sir, 
Is not my talent; pray explain yourſelf, 
And I mayapprehend. 
Ni. bliear of late | 
You aregrown the Sultans Rival in his pleaſures. 
Sol. Spare your preanmdies, and without more 
preface a 
Speak your thoughts boldly; ſay in ſhort you came 
To give me notice of approaching death. 
Kiſt. Your fears are groundleſs: True, I know 
your fault, 5) 
And 


44 ABRA-MULE: or, 


And muſt, my Lord, upbraid you for your raſhneſs; 
But not one drop of your illuſtrious blood 
Shall through my information e'er be ſpilt. 
Sol. Hal 
XH. Nay more; I came to profter you my ſer- 
vice; | 
And am ſo far from enterpriſing ought 
Againſt your life, that I will ſtake my own 
To make you happy. 
Sol. You have ſo o'erpower'd me 
With unexpected kindneſs, that my tongue 
Is mute, and ſpeech too ſcanty to expreſs 
My inward gratitude... I cannot thank you. 
Xifl. Nor eught you pay your thanks till I deſerve 
'em 


* 
Which 1 e'er long will do, for if my int'reſt 
In the Seraglio be worth deſiring, 
You may command it: She for whom you ſigh. 
She ſhall be yours; and ſure that lovely maid 
As much excels the Sultans other Beauties 
As you the Sultan. 
Sol. can hold no longer; 
My ſtruggling gratitude muſt have ſome vent; 
And ſince in words it cannot, thus it ſpeaks, 
And thus, and thus Hugs him. 
Xiſi. Reſerve your raptures for your Miſtreſs's 
4 | | 
Whoſe beauty for your ſake I will conceal 
From Mabemet; mean while we may have leiſure 
For conſultation , and contrive the means 
To bring her to your arms... Your noble carriage, 
And more than Princely qualities command 
The ſervice and reſpect of all that know you. 
Therefore if any obflacle there be 
Which may be prejudicial to your Love, 
Tell it me, Sir, that I with timely care 
May labour to remove it. Yo 
Sol. There is a dreadful] one; 
| The 
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The Viſiris my Rival. 

Xift. This goes well. | [ Aſide. 
The Viſir ? Sure you have been mis-inform'd. _ 

Sol. This Letter will convince you , which juſt 

now 
] intercepted... 

Kiſt. Give it me, my Lord; [Sol gives the Letter. 
That [ with this may prove his bold preſumption, 
And to his face confront him.. Doubt not, Sir, 
But I with threats ſhall force him to deſiſt, 

Enter Pyrrhus behind. 

Sol. Now, Mahomet, thou art again ſecure ; 

I ſhall not need thy pow'r. [Aſide. 

Pyr. What do l ſee? 

My Friend in conſultation with my Rival ? 

Sol. Words cannot utter 
How much your generoſity affects me; 

You have this minute liv'd an age of Friendſkip ; 
And l will ſtudy to deſerve your kindneſs. 
Farewell... and be, ifpoſlible, as happy, 

As you would make the grateful Selyman Exit. 

Ki. That's very poſlible. . . Ha ! here, my Lord? 
You comeintime... 

Tyr. To witneſs to your falfehood. 

Could | have thought | ever (bould have cauſe 
T' upbraid your breach of faith? 

ifi. Nor have you now. 

Pyr. Why do you ſhift the accuſation from you? 
Are you not falſe ? 

Kiſi. Lam, but not to you. | 
No, Sir... I could not give a better proof 
Of my unviolated fidelity, | 
Than by this ſeeming fslſchood...to you ſeeming, 
But real to the Prince. For by the help 


Of this pretended kindneſs I've recover'd 0 
Your Letter, and diſarm'd him of the pow'r 
To do you miſchief. lives him the Let ter. 


Pyr. I apprehend, and muſt with ſhame 9 | 
y 
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Thy wit, andbleſs thy unexampled Friendſhip, 


NM. But what's yet more; | have by thisremoy'd 
All that could make your Rival formidable. 
Now L ha ve laid his jealouſie afteep, 

Which otherwiſe might have prov'd fatal to us. 

And now perſuaded ot my 2zeal to ſexve him, 

What e'er | do for you, he will applaud 

As done for him, and I ſhall have histhanks 

For carrying on your int'reſt; nay yet more, 

He will be wholly guided by my counſel, 

And move as | direct him: Nay perhaps 

His and Maramas cunning may be uſetul 

To further our deſign, and you promote 

Your int'reſt by th' aſſiſtance of your Rival. 
Pyr. That ever I ſhould ence ſuſpect ſuch truth, 


Such wond'rous friendſhip ! Bur thy plot was 


wrought 


Too line 8 dull ſight :... Canſt thou fergive 
me 

Xifl. My Lord, I cannot blame you; 

If, when you heard and ſaw what paſs'd between 
| us. 

Your good opinion of my truth was ſtagger'd , 

F're you knew all... But come, no more of this; 
Droop not , brave Sir, Fortune is yet your own , 
And all theſe difficulties will e're long 

Shed kinder influence, inhance your joys, 

And only ſerve rimprove your happineſs. 

Pyr. O! Bleſſings on thee , whoſe reviving words 
Have rais'd me trom the depth ot black deſpair; 
And once more giv'n me the delightful proſpeR 
Ot my approaching bliſs. . . And now methinks 


The clouds of our misfortunes break awa 


And ſpight of all the dangers which have N 
My Genus whiſpers 1 ſhall yet be happy. 

And ſtill the more I think, my hopes nfe higher: 
The lovely Creature's mine, I have her here; 
For ever mine, . O bleffings incxpreſlible ! * 
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The bare reverſion of which is better 
Than the poſſeſſion of all other plealures 
Enter Mahomet attended. 
Mah. — is that ſaucy Slave, that dares con - 
trou 
My plealuies, and infringe my beſt prerogative ? 
Ha! Villain, have l foundthee > Tell me quickly 
How didſt thou dare to keep the charmang Abra, 
That miracle of heauty, from my fight 2 
Kiſt. Diſcover'd! his unlook'd tor accident 
Has ſo amarz'd me, that I'm 5 
And know not what to anſwer . [Aſßide. 
Mah. What, ſpeechleſs? 
Xl. I muft confeſs, your Majeſty has much 
Surpriz'd me by this unexpected queſtion. 
She whom you ſpeak of is this day arriv'd; 
And therefore not yet fit t'appear before you, 
And (hew her beauty at the beſt advantage. 
Nor did lever yet receive commands | 
To bring your charming Slaves to your embraces 
Juſt at their firſt arrival, 
Mah. Burt | hear 
This is a Beauty of ſuch uncommon excellence, 
That none who ever ſhane within my Court 
Could match her dazzling brightneſs; and if ſo 
Thou ſhouldſt have brought me the . 
news 
Of her arrival, with as great impatience 
As if th' inferior Monarchs of the world 
Were all unanimouſly come ro lay 
Their Scepters at my Footſtool, and reſign 
The yet unconquer'd Globe... 
Pyr. O give me patience. | [ 4fida, 
Xiſbd. Moſt mighty Emperor 
Mah. Peace, tormal Slave; 
I have not time to hear thy dull excuſes ; 
Be dumb, and liſten to my ſtrict command. 
1 charge thee bring that lovely, charming * ; 
ato 
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Into the pleaſant Grotto near the Palace; 
Ler her attend me there... Look thou obey me, 
Or by my hopes and boiling expectation 
Thy life ſhall anſwerit. 
Pyr. Dread Sir, [hear - 
The fury of the murm'ring populace 
Js ris'n ſo high, that they begin to threaten 
Your ſacred life; and the ſeditious Soldiers 
Talk ofrevolting. 
Mah. Moſt audacious traitors !.. . 
Be it your care to quell their mutiny ; 
They ſhall not rob me of a moments pleaſure. 
No... firſt I'll go where Love and Beauty call me; 
Then put on Majeſty , and be all Monarch; 
Awe the preſpmptuous Rebels with my frowns, 
And look them into duty... As they ſay 
That celebrated King, the mighty ve, 7 
Fatigu'd with Empire lett his Throne above; F 
And for a while enjoy'd the ſweets of Love. 
Thentow'ring high to his ſublime abode , 
Shook earth and ſeas with his Imperial Nod, a 
Return d to thund' ring, and reſum'd the God. 
Exit. 
Pyr. Sure twas a dream, and my deluding fancy 
Has ſcar'd me with a vifion... Say, my Friend, 
Am I awake? And was the Sultan here? 
Xifl. Alas! he was... 
Then all, it ſeems, was real, 
AndI'm the very wretch that Fate deſign'd. 
No... 'Tis impoflible... It cannot be.. 
Why but a moment ſince I was moſt happy, 
Secure of future i)ls... O1 no... I was nor... 
Then, then I dream'd, and fed on airy hopes, 
Which my own flatt'ring wiſhes form'd... But now 
Fortune hasrous'd me from that pleaſing ſleep, 
To make me feel , and througly underſtand 
Subſtantial mis'ry... But I'll not complain; 
Women and cowards rail at their misfortunes... 
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I will curb in my grief, and in my breaſt 
on fine the ſtruggling paſſion , till my veins _ 

re burſt, and from my eyes the guſhing blood 
Start our inſtead of tears. 

Kiſl. Capricious chance! 1 
How wit aturn was this! .. Juſt as your hopes 
Were elevated to the higheſt pitch, | 
And bore you to the clouds; they ſtrait retreated 
And left you to deſpair. 
Pyr. Ay; there's the torment, 
So have heird with equal ſuddenefs 
Ebbing prodigiouſly the Sea withdrew, 
And quite defenceleſs left the ſcaly race. TT 
The Dolphins which ere while with wanton pride 
Spread their broad fins, and laſh'd the foaming tide, 
Vainly aſſay'd to ſuck the faithleſs flood 
With heaving gills, and tumbled in the mud. ; 
And whales * ich with theit trunks the ſtars could 

. 
Now flounc d and panted on the ſlimy beach. 
So have my hopes, whoſe waves ere while ran) 
o'er, | 

And to the skies my tow'ring wiſhes bore , 
Retir'd, and left me gaſping on the ſhore, 
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1 V. 
SENI I 
S CE NE, A pleaſant Grotto. 


Enter Solyman. 


SOL Y MAN. 


Hither will love and furious jealouſie 
Hurry my reſolution > Certain death 
I know attends me, ſhould the trembling leaves, 
Or the leaſt murmur of my breath betray me. 
Vet here IU hide my ſelf, and here unſeen 
Obſerve, and liſten to the Sultan's courtſhip; 
And ſee how he can move that cruel Beauty. 
Vain hopes! ... His pow'r will force what ſhe denies, 
And yet, my Friend the Kiſſer's project cheers me, 
Who promiſes to bring her to the Sultan 
With þ x more virgins, who for youth and beauty 
May challenge all but her; them he adorns 
With all th' embelliſhmens that art can give, 
That Mahomet by ſuch variety 
Of objects may be puzzled in his choice; 
And all to help my love... Hark! They approach. 


Retires. 
Enter the Kiſler Aga with Abra. | 
Riſi. Compoſe yourſelf, dear Madam, dry your 
eycs 
And ſim Goth our locks: your grief muſt be conceal'd. 
Should you ay pear in tears betore the Sultan, 
| Þ You 


S2 ore 


buy 


ies. 


LOVE AND EMPIRE u. 


Yon would inſpire him with a jealous tage, 
Which may perhaps prove fatal to us all. 

Abr. I'll do my beſt endeavour , tho' I fear 
My ſorrows are too great to be diſſembled. 


Enter Eunuchs with fix Women of the Se- 
raglio : The Kiſler places them with 
Abra. Then enter Mahomet, and ſeats 


himſelf. | 


A Symphony of ſoft Muſick , after 
which this Song. 


| Appy Monarch s who with beauty 
Tireſome cares of State beguiles ; 
hoſe fair Subjects pay their duty 
In conſenting looks and ſmiles. 
Who from the noiſie Battle comes, © | 
From the ſhrill Trumpets clangor , and the thund rity 
drums; 
With Loves ſoft accents to compoſe 
His Paſſion , ruffled by his foes. 
eAnd happy ſhe , whoſe eyes can dart, 
A killing ſhaft to reach his heart: 
For ſure more glory can no Female have , 
Than ſhe whoſe charms this Conqu'ror can enſlave ; 
Who the Worlds Lord her ſighing captive views , 
And in their mighty Monarch all Mankind ſubdues. 


After the Song, the Sultan riſes, and ſingles out 
Lure Eunuc h: go off with of reſt of 1 : 
The Kiſler retires to a corner of the Stage. 


— 


Mah. How comes it, Fair-one, that your down- 
caſt looks | 


D 2 Speak 
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Speak you uneaſte and diflatisfy'd 

With that high honour , which your beauty claims; 
And which my love confers? Believe me, Maid, 
Not one of thoſe, whom for your ſake I ſlighted, 


Would with indiff rence have receiv'd my paſſion: 


Exceſs ot joy would make their charms more florid 3 
And pride would redden in their fluſhing faces, 
Glow in their checks, and ſparkle in their eyes. 
But diſcontent fits low'ring on your brow , 
And by the coldneſs of your air you ſeen 
Todiſapprove my choice. 

Abr. Your pardon, Sir, 
If conſcious of my own unworthineſs , 
And dead to all ambition, Iappear . 
The leſs tranſported with your Royal favours. 
My want of merit mortifies my pride; 
Nor can! with full ſatisfaction wear 
Thoſe henours which I never can deſerve. 


Mah. Or rather conſcious of your matchlefs 


worth , | 
You rate your beauty at ſo higha value, | 
Fhat nothing human, in your tow'ring thoughts, 
Is worthy to poſſeſs it. 
Abr. Sacred Sir. 8 
Mah. Or elſe in pity to your captive Monarch 
You ſtrive to cloud your brightneſs, and reſtrain 
Thelightning of your eyes, leſt on the ſpot 
Its force ſhould flaſh me dead... But : tis in vain... 
You cannot ceck the killing darts of love; 14 
Spight of your ſelf you pleaſe, and in one moment 
The glory of your conqueſt is compleated. 
Abr. Con found me not with ſhame, nor call up all 
The blood that warms my trembling heart, to fill 
My checks with bluſhes. 
Mah. Why it matters not ; 
Whether you bluſh, or weep , orſmile, or frown, 
You always charm ; nor can you coin your face 
To an unpleaſing ſhape,., Therefore no more 
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Oflittle doubts and fears; this very hour 
You ſhall be happy in your Spy'raigns arms. 

Abr. O never, Sir. 

Mah. Ha! never? Whoaml? 

Abr. What have I ſaid? Forgive me, Royal Sir; 
My tongue bely'd my thoughts .,. But lrecall 
Thoſe words; I am your Slave, and muſt obey. 

Mah, My Slave! and mul} obey! No, think not, 

Fair-one, 
That I reſolve to raviſh like a Tyrant, 
What your coy virgin modeſſy denies. 
Iwill forget the Monarch , and lay by 
My Royalty ; then court youlike a Slave; 
Sigh at your feet, and woo you to compliance, 

Abr. Forbid it Fate, that Sov'reign Majeſty 
Should ſo far be degraded, as to ſtoop 
Beneath the loweſt and moſt abject wretch 
That ever bore misfortune. 

Mah. Ha! no more, 

No more o' that, my love; why | am Fortune, 
And whoſoe'er I ſmile on muſt be happy. 
Therefore enlarge thy wiſhes, and demand 
Whatever happineſs thy thoughts can form; 
And by our Prophet's Soul I ſwear to grant it. 
Abr. Then thus, Sir , proſtrate at your Royal 
feet 8 [ Knce!s 
I humbly crave no other boon than this; 
Reſtore me to my ſelf, and (ſo may all 
Your joys he crown'd) diſmiſs me from your Court. 
Mah. Not for the Empire often thouſand Worlds... 
My oath, however ſolemn, binds me not | 
T' impoſhibilities. . . What? Live without thee 2 
As well thou may iſt deſire me to forego 
My Soul, my ſelf, and live without my life. 
But tell me, ſtubborn Fair, what have you ſeen 
For which you thus decline your happineſs, 
And keep me at this diſtance ? Speak, what is it 
That makes you W to love and glory 2 & 
4 , g. 
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Abr. O queſtion me no more... I dare not ſpeak. 
Mah. What do you fear? My preſence cannot 
| awe you? 
To you lam no Monarch. 
Abr. I'm a virgin. 
Mah. Well. | 
Abr. And prize my honour dearer than my life. 
Mah. Make you no diff rence then between the 
actions | 
Of Kings and common Men ? By my embraces 
. Your virtue is not ſully'd , but ennobled 
Above its native worth; as my effigies 
Stamp'd on my Coin adds value to the metal. 
Abr. O do not, Sir, delude me with falſe arguing 
The greateſt Monarchs actions cannot make 
Virtue ot vice; as by your Royal image 
Silver's not chang'd to Gold, norbraſs to Silver. 
Theretorel beg you, Sir... [ Kneels. 
Mah. Riſe, Empreſs, riſe... 
For from this moment be that title thine ; 
Such beauty join'd with ſuch tranſcendent virtue 
Deſerves noleſs... Here, take her to thy care. 
| (7 the Kiſler, 
Droop not, fair Excellence; your chaltity 
Shall not be violated... Holy rites 
Shall make us one, andjuſtifie our pleaſures. 
Let ſome of the attending Eunuchs wait 
To the Kiſſer. 
On her to her Apartment, but return 
Thy ſelf, and inſtantly attend me here. 
[Exit Kiſl. with Abr. 
Prodigious change! That a licentious Monarch 
Who many years with boundleſs luxury 
Has rioted on beauty , ſhould at laſt 
Become as very a ſighting, whining lover, 
Ase'er Romance or Poetry could form ! 
Re-enter the Kiſler-Aga. 
Prepare my Royal preſents, and attend 
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The beauteous Abra with Imperial Robes; 
And let her have for her peculiar reſidence 
One of the Sultaneſs's rich Apartments. : 

Xiſl. Your Majeſty ſhallbe obey'd. 

Mah, To-morrow 
Il vifit her, andreinforce my ſuit. 
Till now I knew not what it was to love; 
My looſe defires deſerv'd a fouler name. 
But this fair charmer has refin'd my Paſſions, 
And with her virtue taught me to admire 
The beauties ofthe Mind: Theretore for her 
I will endure the tedious toil of courtſhip. 
Let me be happy in this am'rous Siege ; 
AndPIl forgive the Fates the loſs of Buda. 
And ſure I ſhall ſucceed: She's more than mortal, 
If ſne reſiſt me; when the charms of Empire | 
Shall join their forces, her great Soul to move, 
With all the ſoft artillery of love. ' Exit. 

Kiſt. So! now tis finiſh'd... Cruel Deſtiny , 
Thou halt done thy worſt, and 1 defie thee now. 

Enter Pyrrhus. 

Pyr. O Friend... 

Kiſl, My Lord? 

Pyr. Why doſt thou ſpeak ſo coldly 7 
Cafiit thou not call me Friend? 0 

Kiſt. I cannot. 

Pyr. Why ? | f 

Ki. Becauſe it is not juſt you ſhould be mine 
Unleſs I could be yours. 

Pyr. Why art thou not? 

Kit. L would be. | 

Pyr. Then thou art, 

Kiſt. But cruel Fortune.. , | 

Pyr. Why Friendſhipis above the reach of Fortune, 
Not to be rated from the blind events 
Of giddy chance... But thou haſt ſpoken this , 
Only to wave the horror of my fate, 
And mollifie my Sentence... But no more; 
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Pronounce my doom, for l can bear it now... 
And yet thou needſt not; thy deſpairing looks 
Have told me all the tragick tale already. 
ißt. My Lord, I would adviſe you to be calm, 
Summon the force of reaſon to your aid; 
And think no more of this unhappy Beauty. 
Pyr. Alas! Thou know'ſt not what thou would 
adviſe; | 1 
My Love is grown efſential to my Soul; 
And can no mare be ſhaken off than that. 
Tis no wild ſudden ſtart of youthful blood; 
But utterly diſclaims the name of Paſſon, 
And is the great and +, prage deſire 
Of happineſs implanted in us all; 
That ſpring which turns the univerſal wheel 
Of human actions... Therefore talk no more 
Of that... But, as thou ſayſt, ] will be calm; 
nd not diſparage with undecent ſorrow 
ly great misfortunes... But proceed, my Friend, 
And tell the adi ve way: of my Fate. | 
R. I have not leiſure now, I muſt be gone 
With ſpeed to execute the Sultans orders; 
But as we go | will inform you all. 
Pyr. Yet e're thou ſtir, 1 will prevail with thee 
To grant me one requeſt. : 
Ri. What's that, my Lord? 
Pyr. To let me ſee her, e're I leave the world. 
Kifi, Ah! Sir , why would you urge your fate . 
and mine? . 
Pyr. Not for the World, no not for the enjoyment 
Of her love , would l the leaſt endanger 0 
The ſafety of my Friend... 
Oftheel only begto be directed 
To her apartment; 1 alone will dare 
The anger of the Sultan. 
K1Þ. I have thought ont, 
And you ſhall go. 
8 Now bleflings on thy head, 
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Ri. But you muſt condeſcend to be diſguis'd, 
Put on a Negros gloomy face, and take ; 
| An Eunuchs dress. 
n, Pyr. O any thing, my Friend. 
I've heard the Pow'rs themſelves of old for love 
For leſs than mine have left their ſtarry Thrones , 
And hid their dazzling forms in brutal ſhapes; 
Lefs charming were the Beauties which they ſought, 
And more their condeſcenfion. 5 
Kiſi. Mahomet 
Will not renew his viſit' till to-morrow ; | 
Wherefore to-day you may with little hazard | 
In that diſguiſe be brought to her apartment. | 
Pyr. For me there is no danger of diſcov'ry ; \| 
: Since nought remains but death, and ſure deſpair. 
Riſi. No, I have yet ſome faint remains of hope, 1 
Perhaps I may inflame with jealouſie 4 
The Sultaneſs's proud, imperious ſpirit 
d, To ſuch a height, that her unbounded rage 
Ev'n now may furniſh her with means to part them. 14 
2 ö [Exeunt, 


uldit 


Solyman from his covert. 
'T:s well... My love is in a hopeful way... 
nee The Sultan burns, and languiſhes like me; 
; And tho! he wants her love, he has herperſon, 
And may complete his wiſhes when he pleaſes, 
The Viſiter, tho he wants her perſon, yet 
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te, Enjoys her love; only th* abandon'd Soy man, 
Curs'd with ill ſtars, born in a luckleſs minute, 
ent Has nothing of the lover, but the torment. 


And yet, to make me more contemptible, 
I am become the ſport of a curs'd ſlave ; 
Abus'd and cheated by that helliſh Eunuch. 
Confuſion ! I want patience to endure 
A thought of this... Muſt | be made their engine? 
Their under tool, to truckle to my Rival? , 
O ! I ſhall burſt with fury, it my Friends, 
| Whom l appointed to attend me here, 
n 1 Come 
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Come not to my relief... I muſt go ſeek them 

To vent my rage, andeaſe my burden'd Soul. 
Enter Haly and Cuproli. 

O you are come in time to my aſſiſtance, 

To help me... 

Cupr. What ? 

Sol, Curſe. 

Hal, Curſe whom ? | 

Sol. The Sultan, Viſier, Xiſter , all the world. 

Cupr. The provocation ? | 

Sol, I want breath to tell you; 
Unleſs you'll help me to diſcharge my fury, 
By thund' ring death and vengeance on their heads. 

Hal. Then you have loſt your Miſtreſs. 

Sol. Paſt recov'ry. 

Cupr. What, is ſhe dead? ... 

Sol. She is to me. 

Cupr. The Sultan has enjoy d her? 

Sol. No; but he is reſolv d. 

Cupr. And you ſtand here, 

And bravely bid us curſe him... Is' t not ſo? 
Sol. Ha! 

Cu pr. My Lord, I wear a ſword to do yu ſervice; 
But for that womaniſh valour, noiſe and railing... 
Your pardon, Sir... Tis not a Soldiers talent. 

Hal. Isita time to curſe in this nice juncture , 
When niggard Fate allows you not a day 
To manage an affair of ſuch importance? 

You muſt, before to-morrows dawn , depoſe 
Your Brother, or forever loſe your Miſtreſs. 

Sol. What I have heard and ſeen has wrought more 

with me 
Than all that you can urge... Yes, TI'vereſoly'd 
T'aſcend the Throne; and you can witneſs for me, 
That I've been tender of my Brothers Fate 
And drove it to the laſt extremity, 
Before I would conſent to act this violence. 
Put now his doom is fix'd ; propoſe the means. 5 
MY i «pr 
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Cupr. The Viſirs ruin ſmooths the way to his. 
You mult begin with him. 
Hal. At your deſire 7. 
The threat'ning Army will ſurround the palace, 
And with one gen'ral voice demand his head, 
Sol. No. .. I've more artfully contriv'd his death., 
He is the Armys Idol; and befides 
Such violent proceedings may be dang'rous : 
But I will order matters with ſuch conduct, 
That Mahomet ſhall of his own accord : 
Pronounce his Fav'rites doom, and by his ruin 
Be inſtrumental to his own deſtruction. 
Cupr. That were indeed a maſterly contrivance. 
Sol. The Viſir, aided by that other Friend, 
The Kiſſer Aga, has with him agreed 
To viſit his lov'd Abra in diſguiſe : 
And apprehends no danger of diſcoy'ry: 
Becauſe the Sultan, till to-morrow marning , 
Reſolvesr' abſent himſelf from her apartment. 
Now I will plant my Spiest' obſerve their motions, 
Andgive menotice when they are ſecure : 
And then you know thereare a thouſand ways 
To give the Sultan ſecret intimation 
Of this deſign ; He, fir'd with jealous rage, 
Will fly to her apartment, and ſurprize them 
Perhaps in their embraces, . . Then what follows 
Your ſelves may gueſs. | HR 
Cupr. This cannot fail; let's inſtantly about it. 
Sol. Ves, II diſpatch... And e're the Sun has ſiniſtd 
One revolution more, he ſhall behold | 


A greater in this Empire... Beauteous bra! 


Sure never were there charms like thine, on which 

The Fate of this great Monarchy depends. 

Let dull Aſtrologers foretel the doom 

Of Kingdoms from the Stars, & with their Schemes 

And calculations cheat the giddy crowd; 

Moreruling is the aſpe of thy beauty, " 
nan 
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Than that of thoſe bright Orbs... To States and 
Empires 
More fatal influence flaſhes from thy eyes, 
Than all thoſe glitt'ring balls that light the skies. 
Xx | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Changes to a magnificent 
Apartment. © 


Abra and Zaida. Imperial Robes lying on 
the Table. 


1. 


Ure, my dear Zaida, ſuch ill Planets rul'd 
Dy birth, that 't is above the pow'r of Fortune 
To make me happy 
Why was | ſingled out from all my Sex 
To be this gaudy wretch? to be advanc'd 
To this great Empire; when ſo many Millions 
Would be tranſported with thoſe envy'd honours 
Which ſhe has heedleſly miſplac'd on me. 

For all this grandeur ſerves but to refine 
My woes, and dignifie my great misfortunes : 
Theſe ſparkling Gems, and chains of Orient Pearl, 
This glitt ring gold, and theſe gay coſtly robes * 
Serve only toenrich and gild my mis'ries , 
And my me wretched with more pomp & ſplen- 
or. Hats 
Zaid. Be comforted, dear Madam : time perhaps 
Willreconcile you to Imperial greatneſs, 
And make theſe heavy robes of State ſit eaſie. 

Enter the Kiſler Aga, and Pyrrhus in diſguiſe. 
But ſee the Xiſler comes, your kind aſliſter; 
Perhapg he brings you comfort from your Lord... 

| £ | Ah! 
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Ah! no.. He comes attended with a Slave; 
| tear ſome fatal meflage from the Sultan. 


The Kiſler comes forward. 
Abr. Ah ! Sir, what tidings now ? Tell me, 
what hope ? 2 
How is my Lord? 


Pyr. Embracing her.] Beyond expreſſion bleſs'd, 
While thus ke clafps the moſt elab'rate pattern 
Of human excellence.. Thou all perfection 
My life.. My Soul... 

Abr, O:. [ woonti 

Zaid. She faints 4 [Phyſician z 

Pyr. Stand off; my love will prove the beſt 
The warmth of glowing kiſſes ſhall infuſe 
Freſh ſpirits , and renew the ſprightly motion 
Ofher unactive pulſes... Speak, my love, 

'Tis I, thy Pyrrhus. .. Sure my voice will raiſe thee: 
Wake from thy trance, lift up thy heavy lids, 
And bleſs me with the luſtre of thy eyes. 

Ar. Tis he himſelf, my deax, my only Lord. 
And now the conflict of tumultuous paſſions , i 
Which quite o'erpower'd my Soul, & bore me from 

my ſelf, 
Is ſunk into a calm... Doubt, hope, and fear 
Are vaniſh'd , and have wholly left my breaſt 
To fierce tranſporting joy... Too well Il know 
The lines of that ador'd majeſtick face 
To bedeceiv'd; nor can the pow r of art 
Diſguiſe thee from my love... oof | 

Pyr. Thou kindeſt, faithfulleſt of all thy ſex ; 

I almoſt fear'd that this vile ſervile dreſs , | 
And th'artificial Negro in my face, me,. 
Would hide me ev n from thee ; & make thee loath 
Fly my embraces , and diſown my arms. 

And tis indeed prepofl'rous, while 1 join 

This grim complexion with that charming face; 
Throw my black arms about thy ſnowy neck, « 
And ſully thus its whiteneſs... O my love, 
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Suits this baſe habit with thoſe Royal robes ; 


Or a great Empreſs with an abjc Slave? 
Abr. Yet are our Souls well pair'd, & fit each other 


- 


No matter for the outfide ; and believe me 


Thou charm'ſt me more, my Love, in this diſguiſe, 


Than once thou did'ſt when deck'd in ſhining 
armour , 


And all the dreadful gaiety ot war, 
Thou cam'ſt to pour thy thunder on my foes; 
And reſcue me from thoſe curs'd raviſhers. 
'Tho'then, when | beheld thy wondrous port, 
Gen'rous compaſſion mix'd with awful Majeſty ; 
Iin a moment gaz'd my Soul away, 
And languiſh'd;, ſigh'd, and dy'd upon the object. 
Pyr. What was my tranſport then? When firſt | 
ſaw thee 
Trembling , and in confuſion, pale and redd'ning 
By turns, when all thy charms were in a hurry ; 
And the retreating , and returning blood 
Surpriz'd me with viciſſitude of beauty. 
How did my heart... But tis unutterable ; 
No words of rapture can expreſs my paſſion , 
Nor how ſince have lov d. And yet tis pleaſant 
To think and recollect our paſt delights. 
I may look backward then, forward I dare not; . 
For 'tis a gloomy proſpect; and my Soul 
Starts at the horror... i 
Abr. O... h. 
Pyr. Why do you figh? 
Abr. Can you ask: __ - fqueſtion 
Pyr. Tis true indeed, out woes have made that 
Impertinent... Well... you may weep your fill... 
Il not deny you your ſad ſhare of grief; 
Itis your due, and'twould be great injuſtice 
To bar you of your right... But ſpeak, my love; 
Didf thou not ſay | reijcu'd thee ? 
Abr. You did. 


Pyr. Ireſcu d thee indeed... But oh!. . for whom 


I 


have! 
To yie 
How ( 

Ab: 

Pyr. 
Croſs' 
lam as 
And al 
My te: 
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Abr 

Pyr 
Eterns 
Tis n. 
To lot 
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Thou' 
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| have but won thec from leſs pow'rful foes 

To yield thee to a greater ; and from him 

How ſhall I reſcue thee?... | 
Abr. Some kind Pow'r inſtruct you. 5 
Pyr. No, they have ſtillbeen deaf to all my pray'rs 

Croſs d my deſigns, and frown'd upon my love. 

| am as weak, and helpleſs as thy ſelf; 

And all that I can do is now to join 

My tears with thine, to ſob upon thy breaſt ; 

And vent my ſorrows in unmanly walling. [ever. 
Abr. Since then 'tis dooin'd that we mult part for 
Pyr Hal part for ever! Let me think on that l. 

Eternal ſeparation... racking thought! . 

Tis not to be endur'd... Can I bear this? 

To loſe thee now, when ['ve ſo long purſu'd thee 

Through the dark mazes of uncertain chance ? 

When by long cuſtom, and an age of love 

Thou'rt rooted and ingrafted in my heart ? 

Or can l think with patience that another 

Rifles thy charms, and dies... No, I'llnotbearit, 

But fly this very moment to thy reſcue ; 

Tear off this laviſh, this diſgraceful habit, 

And put on armour; lead my congu'ring troops 

Againſt my Maſter; and by force of arms 

Compel the lawleſs Tyrant to refign thee. [paſſion 
Kifl. My Lord, you rave; your fierce , unbridled 

Tranſports you into frenzy; elſe you would not 

Talk with ſuch heat of things impoſſible. 

Pyr. Ah! cruel Friend , why wouldft thou ſtop 
my madneſs . | | 

With ill tim'd reaſon : While my rage was hot 

I was inſenfible of my misfortunes; . 

But now [I'm cool my feſtring ſorrows ſmart, 

And I'm relaps'dinto a Coward.... Oh | 

Bear me, my Love, ſupport me on thy boſom ; 

Or I (hall fink beneath my pond'rous woes, 

And at thy feet expire... . vey en $5 | 
Abr. Alas! my Lord, if your great EL 
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Be quſte unmann'd, and melted into ſoftneſs; 
How ſhall a poor weak womans tender Soul 
Bear up beneath the preſſing weight offorrow ? 
Your torments all are trebled in ny breaſt ; 
And Ihave far more need of you to prop | 
My ſinKing body... Oh! ... My boding heart 
Tells me, my Lord , theſe are our laſt embraces, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 
Pyr. Then... to prevent it... We will never part... 
This is my fix'd and final reſolution. 
Abr. What means my Love? 
Pyr. Mean ?.., Canſt thou ask the queſtion 2... 
Thou would ſt not have me leave thee... 
Abr. Not leade me? 
5 F 
Abr. Vou ſhall, you muſt. 
Pyr. Is't poſſible x 
Dol hear this from thee ? | .-...---: WM Quit 
Abr. Alas! de raves. vou are; Ki 
Call home your thoughts, my Lord; think where 


You die, if you're diſcover'd. — 
ff . ©. And] 
Whether I ſtay ot no... For canſt thou think | | Py 
I will ſurvive that hour (Oh! hold my brain: . ) 
Which yields thy beauties to the Sultans bed? That 
Ohl never... Death then either way is certain... That 
But by the deſp'rafe choice which now I make, and 
The few remaining minutes of my life | My $ 
Shall all be ſpear in gazing on thy charms, MI t 
In kiſſes and embraces... Till to-morrow Go 2 
The Sultan will be abſent ; this (tho' ſhort ) All r 
Is better than an age of vulgat᷑ life. Be a1 
Thus ſhall I manage to the beſt advantage Rath 
Each precious moment... Ev'n in deaths laſt pangs Wh: 
My cloſing = ſhall view thee; and my ears Opa 
Drink in the Mufick of thy charming accents: f Nel 
Thy dear lov'd name ſhall cool upon my lips ves 


The laſt, ax die un ſiniſh d on my tongue. 


Abr. 


2 
Abr. Nay, chen indeed 
Since Lam forte d to beg ia vain for tat 
Which, if obtain'd, is worſe than death . O fly 


Fly, my dear Lotd... Sigceyour own life is vaude 
At nothing by you, let my danger wake ou 


Think how you can endure to ſee me die. 


Pyr. I know the Sultans love will ſave thy life: a 


He'd ſooner ſtab himſelf than thee... Too well 


I know thy pow'r to apprehend that danger. 


Abr. What ſhall I do to ſave him? Yet in pity 
To me, conſider what I muſt endure, | 
To ſee thee in thy laſt convulſive agonies;  .\-> * 


Strangled by impious hands before my faces. , 


Gaſping for life, and ſobbing out thy ſoul. ... . 


Oh! Horror! ... Diſmal image ! .., Speak you, ; 


HANTS © To the Kiſler. 


Perſuadechim from this frenzy . Sure you wil, 


Unleſs, like him you too have loſt your ſenſes 
Quite do d and ſtupify'd with our misfortunes. 


Kiſt. My Lord, you muſt comply ; & let our pray ts : 


Divert you rom this deſp'rate reſolution. .'> :' 7: 
For tho that Fair one may be ſafe, your ſelf 


And Friend muſt both inevitably. periſh.,- 7  - | 


Pyr. My Friend i.. Oh J. whither/have my 
thoughts been wand ring 
That:I hould be regardleſs of thy ſafety? ?: 
That thought indeed has broke my firm reſolves... 
And now Igo... It cannot, will not be. 
My Soul is quite unable to command | 
My body , or my ey . 1] ity; 
Go? Leave ſuch excellence? . . No; rather baniſh 
All reaſon, common ſenſe , and be a villain , / 
Be any thing, do , ſufferany thing , 


* 


Rather than part... Again at this digraction ? 7 


What ! Bea Villain? .. Inſupportable 


O pardon me, my Friend... And leſt I ſnould - 5 


Relapſe again, ſound Villain in my ears 
Yes... Fam conquer'd nom... I'd ſooner ſuffer 


E ' .. Death, 
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Death, fire, racks's wheels , 3 impalements, ev'n 
the pangs' | 
Ofloſing her; nay”, afterthat , oflife-y.- [paſſion 
Than wrong my Friend; And: left impetuous 
Again ſhoud blind my r „Iwülgo 
This minute. Let once more. 22 - one laſt 
embrace 227070 . ; 
And then. ds + fre; themes. ' bei 
N | uſe AS he 1 
Enter Mabomet attended. 10%. 
Mah. Ha ſo famitiar i. claſpꝰd in their embraces. 
Juſt as I was inform di. But is it poſſible? 
Is this m. choiceſt Fav xite . e Ne ? 
van , am. 
Ab Prodigious nee) 5 
Preſumfft thou then to brave me to my face',, 6 
And thus avow thy black ingratitude? | 
Dos thou not bluſh ... Bui thou doſt well to skreen 
Thy impudence with Ethiopian night: 
That black complexion furs thy guilty mind, 
And th'ignominious habit of a'Slave + | 
Becomes thee well.. [ A Gen rals warlike dreſs 
Diſguis d thee moſt.. This is thy proper garb > 
And well befits thy baſe, degen'rate Soul. 
Pyr. I tel|thee, Sultan; this unkingly railing! 
Roflets mote ſcandal on thy ſelf, than me. 
How canſt. thou brand me wnh that hateful vice 
Which I diſdain to name? Me who have prop'd 


| Thy fiokiog Throne, aud crown d thy Arms with 


1: eotiqueſt.. - T3 ws. 
Ev'n by this act for which thou now upbraid'ſt me, 5 
I wrong thee not; for know the beauteous Abra 
Has long been mine before ſhe ſaw thy Court. 

And if thou force her from me, | retort- 


That nauſebus: word. „ and tell "thee, most 
upgrateful. THR [Creature thine? 


Mah." Thine , Villain, thine ? That lovely 
By what. .. But I'll not parly with my Slave; 


Away 


ev'n 
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Away to death with that audacious traitor ; 
Whoſe unexampled boldneſs ſo ama d me, 
That I'd almoſt forgot I was a Monarch. 

Quick inſtantly, diſpatch ... I will not hear him. 

Abra. O ſpare him , fave him » ſpare your 

Heros life ; 
His love. | 

Mah. Dar'ft thou, ungrateful , mpercrkde ? 

Did _ oy charms 5.498 thee ,” thou ſhou'dſt 
ee 

But tho thy Beauty fires me, yet I hate thee ! 

And know, tis more love ofm y ſelf than thee, 

That ſaves thee fron my fury. 

Abr. Barb'rous Tyrant. | 

O pardon, Sir, that heedleſs , Taſh expreſſion. .. 
You arcallthat's good , majeſtick, great & noble; - 
I will embrace and kiſs your Royal feet, - 

Do any thing to ſave his precious lite. 

Mah. Fool that thou art by this fond interceſſion 
To wing his Fate . . Why, for thy fake he dies: 
Nor can ſt thou fludy more effeually - 

To plead againſt him, than by pleading for him. 

Abr, Will nothing mollifie that 55 heart 2? 
Unleſs you inſtantly reverſe his Senden , 

No promiſes nor threats, no racksnor crowns 
Shall urge me to comply with your deſires. 
But if 

— Mah. Speak on, for I can liſten now. 

Pyr. | charge thee hold; I bar that fatal compact. 
Think ſt thou to ſa ve my life by this compliance 4 
No, no, my love... The thought of that will Gay e 
Sooner than his commands; then thou wilt be 
My murd'reſs, & my dying breath ſhall curſe thee. 

Mah. Confufion t... How he trifles with my fury! 
Away, ye Villains, bear him'to his death ; 

And let chat helliſh Slave, his baſe accomplice. * 


[Penis tothe Kiſler. 
The abetter ofhis treaſbfis; ſhare his fare! - 


E 2 of 


/ 


1 
' 
| 


* 


68 ABRA-MULE: or, 


Off, traitreſs... 
Abr. Yes, I'll leave thee, Tyrant, Monfter, 
4 , iſing , drops a Letter. 
Shun thy loath'd fight, and fly from the moſt hated 
To the moſt lov'd of Men... O my dear Lord! 
Thus will] grow for ever to thy breaſt, | 
And die with thee; his rage ſhall never part us. 
Mah, Give me a dagger .. . I'lldeferno longer 
My juſt revenge... No, Serpents, I'll not part you; 
But join you cloſer, nail you to each other 
Ha! ſtay a moment they ny ag hc more. 
uſt going to ſtab em, ſpies the Letter, 
Tis that acchea VNR character. 46 
Curſe on your kindnefs... Ha ! Another Rival! 
| Another Rival mention'd in this Letter... 
Where will my tortures end? But yet 'twas lucky 
I ſtab'd em not before I ſpy'd this paper? 
Then had this unknown Traitor ſcap'd my ven- 
5 geance. 1 
| Abr. So he ſhall ſtil for me; I'llne'er diſcover him. 
3 Mah. Why, doſt thou love him too? 
l Abr, No... He's of all Mankind, except thy ſelf, 
| The utmoſt object of my ſcorn and hate; 
1 But l will ſhelter him from thy revenge, 
4 To make him inſtrumental to my own. 
if Mah. I underſtand thee not, thou talk'ſt in 
| Tiddles... 
| - Whate'er thou mean'ſt, I ſcorn thy fooliſh threats. 
But I ſhall y et un fold this myſtery ; 
Since ſhe per ſiſts ſo obſtinate , ſpeak thou; [To Pyr. 
Thou wilt not ſure protect thy hated Rival. 
Pyr. Yes, ſince I can no more be injur'd "y him, 
I'U ſhield him from thy fury . . . My great So 
Diſdains to ſtoop to ſuch a mean revenge. 
Nor will I ſtain my honour at my death, 
By ſuch a baſe and cowardly impeachment. 
Mah. So reſolute l.. Yet we ſhall find a way... 
Let him be rack d, till he reveal this ſecret, 
Pyr. 


— De a — 
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Pyr. The rack! How I deſpiſe thy feeble menaces! 
I thought thou had'ſt known me beter, than ta think 
That torments can unhinge my reſolution.” 
Abr. O cruelty .. I cannot bear that thought. 
Your other Rival is... 3 
Pyr. O hold... > 
Thou may ſt perhaps repent this raſh diſcov'ry. ;. 
Beſides, I know and ſee it in his eyes, 
His rage is now ſo high, that this impeachment 
From thee, or any other but my ſelf, 
Will not prevent the torments, he has threaten'd. 
Mah. on counſel well; I take thee at thy 
word; | 
Nothing ſhall do it, but thy own confeſſion, 
Which, ſpight of thee, racks ſhall at laſt extort. 
Abr. He has no ſenſe of manly bravery, 
But thinks all Souls as little as his own. 
Mah. I thank thee. .. Thou doſt well to rail away 
Myqfooliſh qualms of Love which curb'd my ven- 
eance; | 
Andlet my fury looſe to blaſt you both. 
Again at their embraces... Oh diftraQion ! 
Guards oy em both, and drag em both to 
cath... 
Come back, ye Slaves, he dies that touches her; 
Where is thy fury now ? | 
Abr. Why think'ſt thou, Tyrant, 
To gain my favour by thy fooliſh mercy > 
My death had pleas'd me more. | 
Mah. I know it, Sorc'reſs; | 
Therefore thou ſhalt not die.. No, I've reſoly'd- 
At once to ſatiate my revenge, and love. 
Tear em aſunder, and then bear her hence. 
Abr. Farewel my Love; when thy great Soul 
has left 
Thy tortur d body, ſtay a moment for me, 


Hover a while in this inferior region; 


Hhall o'ertake thee ſoon . . . Then we'll defie 
N E 3 This 
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This haughty Tyrants rage, and mount together. Wit 
1 Mah, Guards, execute your orders on ok Nor 
4 Slaves... EF WA Haz 
1 Pyr. Without reluctance I embrace my doom; Tha 
1 But ſhould indeed deſerve the odious brand. Oh 
| Offoul ingratitude , ſhould I conceal 73 0 
N Your danger; for you're ſtill my Royal Maſter, 
F Tho Love has made this fatal breach between us. F 
. And thus ſubmiſſive I implore your pardon [Kneels 
'H For all th' indecent words my rage has utter'd. Thi 
. Be careful of your ſafety. . . 1 ſuſpect Thi 
* Some form'd deſign againſt your Government; Am 
1 And ſtill ( ey'n ſince I've known you for my rival) Haz 
. Have labour d to prevent it. Think not this The 
| A baſe ſubmiſſion to prolong my life; Are 
I would not now accept of ſuch a favour. To 
Mah. Tis falſe... But think not thou ſhalt thus * 
diſarm order d; Wh 
4 My vengeance. .. Guards, do as you firſt were You 
{ Let him, asI commanded , bear the rack; | I ha 
' He well deſerves it, if for nothing elſe, | P 
5 Yet for this ſaucy love... His crime's the ſame But 
4 With his who rival'd the great thunderer : Ort 
1 Therefore it is but but juſt his ꝓuniſhment In n 
= Should be the ſame which that raſh fool endur d. Bat 
i O were it in my pow'rto, make his pains 7 C 
( As laſting too; like that, this bold Ixion 
1 Should ſuffer in a circle of freſhwoe; Wh 
i A round of ſtill returning torment feel, Mu 
| And groan out ages on the rackingwheel. Exit. P 
| Pyr. See her no more !. Q harſh decree of Fate C 
Ny And then to think what will become of her, P 
4 Left to a Tyrants rage. That's double torture 
1 Offic. My Lord, we muſt obey the Sultans order, Ane 
5 By leading you to death. J A la 
Pyr. Ha ! well remember'd: | The 
4 My Soul was ſo entirely taken up Cor 


With 
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With thoughts of her, thatloſt in domtemplation, 
Iſwear l had forgot | was to die. 
Nor is it range .. I've more than dy'd e, , 
Have born a far more cruel ſeparation - 
Than that of Soul and body... O my torment!... 
O haſte, and bear me to the rack for eaſe. 
Offic. Your mightineſs mult ſhare a milder Fate, 
[To the Kiſſer. 
Pyr. My Friend to die 1. Then once more I m a 
coward... 
This weight of woe falls heavier on my Soul, ö 1 
Than all [ yet have ſuffer d.. O my Friend. 
Aml the curs'd occafion ofrhy death ? 
Havel betray'd thy innocence to ruin ? 
The tortures of a thouſand wheels ande 
Are downy beds of eaſe, and foft repoſe, 
To that ſoul- Dan thought. 
2 My Lord, you wrong me, 
While you with ſuch e reſent my death. 
Your ſorrow calls me coward... but unjuſtly... 
I have a Soul that ſcorns the fear of dying. 
r. O wondrous courage! 
But ſtill 'm curſt the more, by being the ruin 
Ot ſo much worth... I could without regret , 
In my own perſon die a thouſand deaths; 
Bat thus to die in thee is inſupportable. 
Offic. wo" Lords, we muſt diſpatch; for allthaſe 
Baſſas, © 
Whoſe heads the raging RR 5 
Muſt ſuffer with you. 
Pyr. Ha! not bear the rack ? 
Offic. No, my Lord. 
Pyr. No, tis not juſt they ſhould... Lam their 
Gen ral, 
And by ſuperior eminence demand 
A larger ſhare of Fate... Nor is it fit 
They ſhould aſpireto rivalme indeath. 
Come on... I'llfiripoff 1 * leſs ning ne 
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And deck my ſelf with all the 1 of war; 
Then, as it is my duty, head my Soldiers 
To this our laſt, but far moſt glorious conflict. 


Methinks I'm more at eaſe; now death approaches; 


Secure of any future ſeparation 

From her llove... 

We ſoon ſhall meet, neverto part again... 

In that my hopes are center d; and by that 

9 wound ſo high, that now - 

V :Soul, intent on paradiſe and her, 

Ev'n on the rack its firmneſs ſhall maintain; 

Allwrapt in thought, and negligent of pain. 
Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Solyman and Haly, 


SOL YM AN. 
Huſe to be tortur d, rathen than diſcover 
His mortal foe? What frenzy has poſleſs'd thee? 
Hal. My Lord, I cannot wonder 
T hat ſuch amazing generoſity 
Exceeds belief; but that you are conceal'd 
From Mahomet by the Vitter , is as true 
As that l have your promiſe to ſucceed him. 
Sol. O matchleſs inſtance ofheroick virtue! 
But if the greatneſs of his Soul be tinctur'd 
With the leaſt mixture ofhumanity, 
I ſhall be yetimpeach'd... He's more than heroe , 
It having felt the tormentsofthe rack, 
He ſtill perfiſt t' endure thoſe ling'ring pains 
To death it ſelf ; and all to ſave the life 
Ofhis moſt cruel and invet'rate foe ; 
Tis not to be conceiv'd ; he muſt betray me, 


And ruin yet attends me. 
Hal. 


hes; 


eunt. 


hee? 


He. 
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Hal. To preyent it, 
You muſt with all imaginable ſpeed 
Diſarm your Brother of the pow'r to hurt you; 
And with your beſt addreſs and reſolution 
Puſh on your great deſign, and ripen Fate, 
This very moment the Divan is ſitting 
In ſecret conſultation , to dethrone 
The Sultan ; andin leſs than half an hour 
The black depoſing Fetſa will be fign'd. 

Emer Cuproli. | 

But Cuproli appears; his haſte and looks 
Speak it already done. 

Cupr. Hail, mighty Solyman ! 
Great Monarch, hail... I come with full Commiſſion 
To greet thee by thattitle... Kneel, my Friend. 

[ Both knes!, 

Thus we Glute you Em peror, and thus 
Preſent the homage of the whole Divas. 

Sol. Riſe , worthy Friends; and, with my charm- 

ing Empreſs, 
Still ſhare my heart... But ſay, how fares the Viſier ? 
E'er this he has impeach'd me... Istnoutſo? 
Cupr. O fear not him. . No human force can 
ſhake him 

When he has once reſolv'd.. 5 

Sol. Not all the lying legends of antiquity | 
Can ſhew a Heroe that e er ſufter'd more 
For his dear Country, or his dearer Friend, 
Than he has for his greateſt Enemy. 
To him 1 owe my life, my love, and Empire; 
To him, whole life and honour betray d. 
This unexampled brav'ry ſo affects me, 
That I could weep for his untimely fall; 
And curſe my ſelf, the Authorofhis ruin. 
But is he dead? N 

Car. Tis ſure he cannot live 
But whether he has yet expir d, 1 know not, 

Sol, Ifthere remain a poſlibility 
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Of ſaving him, I'Il inſtantly give orders 
To have his life preferv'd, and all means us'd 
To heal his wounds; and wiſh 'tweie in my pow'r 
To make ſuch worth immortal... [Exit Solyman. 
Cupr. Your commands 
Will come too late; ſpight of your care he dies: 
And by bis fall I riſe to all thoſe honours 
To which my reſtles Soul has long aſpir d. 
At length, my Friend, Ive reach'd the glorious goal 
And now methinks the charms of greatneſs ſeem 
More amiable than ever: The bright object, 
Drawn nearer to me, raviſhes my ſight, 
And I'm tranſported wich exceſs of pleaſure. 
Hal. Suſpend your raptures till yoUvegain'd the 


Prize: 
O! l'm ſecure; as fully fatisfy'd 
As Tf [ had receiv'd the great Comm Mon. 


Hal. Then you are fare vobtam the grin of it 
From Solyman : 
Cupr. Moſt certain. 
Hal. Has hepromis'd? ä 0 
Cupr. No; but you know ve c o divide his heart, 
He can deny us nothing. 
Hal. Perhaps he can. 
_ Cupr. Why? 
Hal. Becauſe it is not in his powr to give 
The ſame degree of honour to us both. 
Cupr. But he has ſtore ot honours to diſpoſe of. 
Hal. But not of equal value. 
Cupr. Ha! What mean'ſt thou? 
Hal. Only to let you ſee that” tis yet poſſible 
You may be diſappointec. 
Cupr. Why? Your reaſon ? 


Hal. Becauſe the new made Sultan, to my know: 


ledge, 
Has giv'n his Royal promiſe to another. 
Cupr. Thou haſt not plaid me falſe? 
_ Hal, No, l'm not falſe to TOR Fre onfy been 
70 True 


of. 
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True 
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True to my ſelf. ., that's All. 


Cupr. Thou haſt not gain'd 
The Viſiers office, ſure ? 

Hal. I have. | 

Cupr. Amazement ! 
Art thou a Friend? W 

Hal. A true one to my ſelt. | 

Capr. Infamous viljain!, .. But thou trifleſt with me; 
No man, I'm certain , has à greater hate 
Ot Solymans affections than my ſelf.  _ 

Hal. I grant it... Not a greater, but as great: 
wy two — equal _ on — Went : | 
And I. by ſpeaking firſt , have gain point. 
Thoꝰ that be but à ſmall advantage Per lee, 5 
Yet when both fides ate at an even poiſe 
A grain will turn the ballance. 

. Treach'rous miſcreant ! 2 

Falſe, undermining traitor: ., Haſt thou then 
Deceiv'd my honeſt , unſuſpecting heart? 
Why didſt thou not diſcover thy pretenſions 
Before ? bg 

Hal. Becauſe I then had loſt my aim. 
Such a diſcov'ry had difloly'd the tie 
Of our Cabal, and made a breach between us. 
But now by ſoothing thee with flatt ring hopes, 
And ſeeming well contented with that honout, 
Which you allotted for me, I imptovd 
All your endeavours to my own adyantage; 
And gain'dthat dignity by your aſliſtance , 
Which you expected to have gain'd by mine. 

Cupr. Haſt thou the front to glory in thy falſehood? 
The worſt offalſchood, te [ſupplant thy Friend ? 


Hal. My Friend 11, Why, fool, ſhould ſuch 


notorious villains 
As thou and Luſurp that ſacred title? | 
Friendſhip is ſtillaecompany'd with virtue, 
And always lodg d in great and gen rous minds: 
Butꝰ tis a ſtranger to ſuch breaſts as ours. 
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True , wecan join in factions and cabals, 
And form confpiracies; but ſtill the bond 
Which holds our mercenary Souls together 
Is our own int'reſt.. . How couldſt thou expect 
Friendſhip in me? When thou long fince hait known 
That I'm as very a villain as thy ſelf.. [flame 
Cupr. Thou need'ſt not by provoking words en- 
My fury higher; that's ſuperfluous folly: 
Th' uniufferable injury thou haft done me 
Calls loudly for revenge... I'll pay it home; Draws. 
Once more 1'll make the Viſirs office vacaut, | 
And through thy heart... oy 1 
Hal. Be not too confident; - (Draws: 
You'll find that Soly man has not conferr'd  - 
That office on a Perſon who wants power _ _. 
Or courage to defendit. "2331; LR 
Cupr. Thou haſt conquer' dq. 
I have my death. A n 
Hal. Both conquer's and both conqu'rors: 
Thou haſt return d the fatal wound I gavethee; 
And, loaded with the weight of all my crimes, ' 
I ſink with thee, never to riſe again 
Cupr. How diſmal does approaching death appear. 
To Souls oppreſs'd with guilt? E're this I fear 
The e HHS CHER 30 
And no forgiveneſs can be hop'd from him. 
Yet'twould abate the hell within my breaſt, 
To have my pardon feal'd by that brave Man, 
And that fair innocence whom we have wrong'd. 
But ſee... She comes... Let us, with our laſt breath, 
Confeſs our villanies , and die before her, | 
Mourning our crimes, and gaſping for her pardon. 
Enter Abra with Guards, and {aida.  * 
Abr. Death's buſie ev'ry where... Thro' all the 
Court-; ph tg” 2 | 
I meet with nought but hurry and confuſion... 
This way I heard the noiſe of claſhing ſwords ; 
And now my fancy is fo full of death, | 1 
» t 


” 


Wn 
me 
en- 


20s. 


40. 


pear 


That all its horrors are familiar to me. i 
perhaps my Lord has taken his advantage 

Of this diſorder; and ſome lucky accident 
Giv'n him an opportunity deſcape 


By force of arms... Ha! What dire objed? 8 ATE 


What are you d. rab: v3 Eros have breath to 
tell me. 

'Cupr. O Empreſs 1. O thou i inj jur d innocence » 
In us behold the authors of your woes 
Dying, and withtheirlateſtbreath confeſling 
Their unexampled villanies. A 

Abr. What mean you? / 

Hal. By our contrivance you were firſt diſcover 4 
To Mabomet; and from that fatal ſource 
Flow d all your 7. „ 1 wy 

Cupr. By our in — : 1 
The am'rous So pos d bis Brother; THe (11) 
And brought the —.— 19107 to his end. 

Abr. Then he is dead... O execrable Vine ins 1 © 

Cupr. All that we now petition is your pardon. , 
Slight not our groans, and penitential tears. 

Alr. If my forgiveneſs will allay your pains, 
You have it.. Fot my ä an not 
Beyondthe grave. 


Hal. The joys above nr 12709 v 4 Dies; - 
Cupr. For ever crown vou. 291214 Diss. ; 
Abr. Remove em from my licht: vet þ 
{The Gare 2 the * off 
Theſe faithful Soldiers, = 4 -;- [Gev'ral 


Whom love and rev 'Tence fad: their mutrder'd 
Have thus inſpir'd to ſerve me for his le, 
And free me from confinement, contrary 


f 
To Mabemets commands, ho firicly charg'd them | 


To guard me ſafe on forfeit oftheir lives; 
Theſe very faithful Soldiers may, perhaps 
Be further inftrumentaltothe juſtice -7  . 
Which I have vow'd. For can Ithink with patience 
Can I reflect upon the barb 10 uſage, 
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The cruel torments which have been inflicted 
7 the beſt of Men? Can I reflect 

Upon his cracking joints, — 3 
And all that ſad variety of 
Which he, diſtended on dende engine, 
O'er all his mangled body groaning felt ? 
O! canl think on this, and be content 
With tears, & vain complainings? ... Thoſe indeed 
Serve to relax leſs mileries. . . Hut now a 
Nothing but juſt revenge can eaſe my Soul. 

Enter Solyman with 

Sol. Forgive me, Madam, that 1 a ain preſume 
Unſent for, to intrude into your preſence. . 
Trembling & doubtfull with dread approach hook 
Fearing your frowns, yet hoping that the zea 
Which I have ſhewn to ſerve you will, atleaſt, 
Procure my pardon. .. | bo roy Mabomet , 


Who — a: ou with'raps; and horrid! torture, 


Is for your ſake thtown from the regal ſeat; 
I've — d you from his tytannick eruelty d 
And now am come with humbleſt adoration , 
To lay kinder Monarch at your feet. 
Abr. Fate has in prevented my reven 
Zut I muſt further it. ks. 
My Lord, I freely own your gen'rous love 
Merits the beſt return that I can make; 
Nor would | prove ungrate ful. True, lown 
I lov'dthe Vifirwith exceſs of paſſion : 
Butfincea cruel Tyrants lawleſs doom 
Has ſnatch' d him "a my arms, why ſhould I waſte 
My youthfulbloom , ine my ſelf away 
In fruitleſs grief? Why! rather ſhould I not 
Receive a gen'rous Prince to my embraces, 
Whoſe Kingly qualities fo well deſerve 
More charmsthats| can give? | | 
Sol. O extaſie ofjoy 1... Tranſporting ſounds : 
Abr. Buryet, my Lord, I cannot diſengage 
My felt trom that dear Mao , till I have ſeen 


His 
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His death reveng'd , and ample juſtice done 
On all his foes. That debt mult diſcharge , 
Before I can transfer my love on you. 
Sol. Why I've already taken yr yengeance 
On Mabomet ..: Is not the lo of Empire 
Sufficient puniſhment ? | 
eel | Enter Matama. 
Mar. O fly, my Lord, 
Or {tand upon your guard... Fierce Mahomet , 
Inform'd of what has paſs'd in the Divan, 
By the loud triumphs of the ſhouting Soldiers; 
Who ev'ry where reſound your name to heav'n; 
Wh fury in his eyes is poſting hither 
With a ſtrong guard to ſeize the beauteousEmpreſs. 
But when he finds you here, you muſt expect 
A ſharp encounter .. His deſpair and rage 
Will prompt him to prodigious acts of valour. 
Sol. I dread him not; the courage of my Soldiers 
Forbids my fear. J 
Omn. We'll die for Solyman. 
Enter Mahomet with Janikaries. 
Mah. Aſtoniſhment! Am Lagain prevented? 
Can I not from the univerſal wreck 
Ofall my fortunes ſave one precious Jewel 
Was't not enough... Ha! Villain, is it thou? 
* Th' unnatural uſurper of my Throne? 
Art thou that hated rival, whom 'till now 
| The partial Fates have ſhelter'd from my vengeance 
vaſte But think not yet t'eſcape ... Thou haſt not here, 
The rebel multitude to aid thy treaſon. | 
But with theſe few of my yet loyal ſubjects, 
Il on this ſpot chaſtiſe thy inſolence. 
Behold me, Traitor, ſee this inyur'd face, 
| And tremble at my juſtice, | 
1 Sol. Sure thou think'ſt, threats, 
4 ' Vain; deſp'rate Prince, t'un-king me with thy 
oF And puff me from my Throne with blufſt'rivg 
His words, 
| . F 2 But 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
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But thou wilt find I am too firmly ſeated... ; 
And you, who dare oppoſe your lawful Soy'reign 
By publick voice elected, and acknowledg'd 
By all the Army, and the whole Divan; 
Urge not your fates , by clinging round the ruins 
Ot that abandon'd Monarch; but in time 
Forſake him, and implore the Royal mercy , 
Orl will uſe you as the worſt of Traitors.. 
Mah. Reſign that ſingle Beauty to my arms, 
And thou ſhalt undiſturb'd enjoy the Empire. 
Sol. Reſign her? ... No...I ſooner would forego 
My Crown... For know, twas Love, and not 
ambition 
That rais'd me to Imperial dignity : 
And had I never rivall'd thee in Love, 
I never hadin Empire. 
Mah. Then no more 
Ofparly. .. Come fall on my loyal Soldiers, 
And if we conquet you fhall ſhare the World. 
Prepareto fight. Mahomets Janizaries revolt. 
Deſerted ! left by all.. No.. . This is mine, 
My faithful ſubject ſtill .. My ſword is yet 
No Traitor, but proves loyal to the laſt. | 
[Kills two of the Janixaries, and continues fighting 
Sol. I charge you hurt him not... On your | 


allegiance | 
Take him alive... So... Guard him ſafe to priſon... 
Away with him... [ Mah. is diſarm'd and taken 


Mah. Yes, lead me to my priſon : 
Kind Fate ere long will give me my releaſe. 
For thee, thoutraitor , did not rage and hate 
Inſpire me more to curſe, than pity thee, 

I could bewail thee, rather than my ſelf, 

For oh! thou'rt enter'd on a world of mis'ry ; 
And ſoon with me wilt find, by dire experience, 
No Government can e er be ſafe , that's founded 
On luſt, on murder, and deſpotick pow'r. ' 
*Tisnotin lawleſs ſtrength to turn and manage, 


This 


then 


Ofall my hopes? Theſe my expected raptures ? ... 
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This cumb'rous and unwieldy bulk of Empire: 
Which, like the reſtleſs Sea, till works and toſſes 
Vex'd with continual change and revolution, 
How few of my unhappy Succeſſors | 
Will ſca 4 my Fate! ... Ev'n while we keep the 
rone | 
We fear thoſe Subjects threats, on whom we 0 
frown ; 5 
Infringe their liberty, and loſe our own: 
And hourly prove, by arbitrary ſway, 
That he's the greateſt Slave, whom none but 
Slaves obey. [ Exit guarded. 
Sol. How am I hurry'd on, and plunge in guilt! ;; 
Diſtracting horror! .. But I'll think no more on't .. 
Away, ye gloomy thoughts, and leave my Soul 
To bliſs and raptures inconceivable. | 
O come, my Love; delay my joysnolonger, 
Or I ſhall die with ardeat expectation. oY 
Abr. No... my vow'd vengeance is not yet 
completed; ' 
One of the Viſirs foes remains unpuniſh'd. 
For well I know that thou, injuricus Prince, 
Haſt been the curſt contriver of his death. - - | 
And think not that thy boundlefs pow'r and 
greatneſs. 3 
Shall diſappoint my juſtice.. . By one ſtroke 
From all thy wrongs my virtue thus I free, 
And kill my ſelfto be reveng'd on thee. 
| [Stabs her ſelf. Sol. wrenches the dagger from her. 
Sol. Death and deſpair! Is this the conſummation 


O 'twas too truly aim'd.. . The curſed ſteel 

Has made its way through the foft ſnowy breaſt, 

And the warm life-blood bubbies from the wound. 
Abr. No... You've prevented me... I've only raz'd 

Fhe ſurface ofthe skin.. But tis in vain; 

Still death is in my pow'r, and ſhall yet free me 

From violence and oppreſſion. 


F 3 Sol. 
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Sol. Now by Honour, | | 
By all that's juſt and good, you wrong my virtue | 
Iam no Raviſher, no Mahomet ; | 
Not your chaſt Soul can ſtart with more abhorence 
At ſuch inhuman crimes ... Some dreadful curſe, * 
If poſſible, more dreadful than your hate, 
Light on me, ifl everuſe my pow'r _ 

To ſeize by torce what you deny to love. 

Abr. And may that curſe be trebled on this head, 
If everl comply with the defires | 
Of any ſecond Lord; and think not, Sir, 

That I with baſe ingratitude requite 
The noble, gen'rous promiſe you have made me; 
This vow, Which I repeat , has long been on me, 
And, ifI would, I cannot now be yours. 

Enter Pyrrhus with an Officer 

Office. Yout Orders, Royal Sir, came not too late, 
The Vifir lives; ... . 
And ſee he comes to thank you. 

Pyr. Gratitude 
Muſt yew to Love.. My Soul. [Embracing. 

Abr. My deareſt Lord, | 
Is't poſſible , and can I think it true 
That you're again reſtor d to my embraces ? 
Tis ſo. .. he lives 

Pyr. O unexpected bleſling 1 

Sol. Villains, Traitors , 

How gain'd he entrance? 

Offic. By your own command 

Sol. Tis falle .. Thouly'ft... True, Idiſpatch'd 

my orders 
To fave his life, but not to bring him hither, 

Offic. Forgive the error ot your Slave, | knew not 
His preſence would offend yu | 

Sol. Offend me? Can there be a greater plague 
Than rival love... [ Guards offcr ta part em. 
Away, ye impious ruffians, 

Touch 'em not for your lives; you now obey 
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A virtuous Lover, not a luſtful Tyrant. 
Yer hear, ye fond ones ; ... "Tis not', 'tis nat 
prudent | 
To tempt me... Theſe embraces may be fatal... 
| They ſeparate. 
Pyr. My Lord, my Emperor 
Sol. E're thou proceed, 
Say by what miracle thou haſt recover d 
The torments of the rack? For thou appear'(t 
Unhurt, as if no violence had been offcr'd. 
Offic. My Lord , none has been offer'd ; this 
great Man = 
Has ever had the Soldiers hearts ; and that 
Has now preſerv'd him : For thoſe Officers 
Whom Mahome: entruſted with his fate, 
Hearing the joyfull multitude, with ſhouts 
Reſound your name, and ſeeing all things tend 
To this great revolution, gladly zrouk , 
The opportunity, and for his ſake 
Deferr'd the execution of their orders, 
Hoping this ſudden change of government 
Would prgve a means to ſave him. The ſucceſs 


Has crown'd their hopes. Juſt at that happy 


juncture 

Your welcom orders came to have him ſav'd. 

Abr. Is chen his ſafety owing to your gòodneſs: 

| To Soly man. 
And did you hold me in ſuſpenſe ſo long, 
Only to make your bounty more ſurprizing? 
I underſtand it now.. . O, ſacred Sir, 
May bleflings ever crown your Princely head. 
I know you ſtill deſign'd we ſhould be happy 
In mutual love... Alas! your looks are chang'd 
To terror, and you ſternly menace death... 
Ah] do not, do not fright me, Sir, again; 
I tremble at your frowns... Still you are angry, 
And ſome deep thought is rolling in your breaſt, 
Fatal, I fear, to us * my Lord, 
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If we muſt die 

Sol. No; you ſhall live, and ſhare 
My favours; he my Friend, and you my Empreſs, 

Pyr. To thoſe wholove like us, 'tis certain death 
To part, and if you ſeperate, you kill. | 
O do not, by this after- act of cruelty {virtuous, 
Reſume your gen'rous grant; but as you're 
Compleat the juſtice which you have begun, 

And yield her to my arms. 

Sol. Yet , yet beware, and urge me not too far... 
"Tis dang'rous tamp' ring with a Princes fury ;. .. 
Forego her? Quit her? Yield her to my rival? 
What? Have I ſuffer'd ſo much racking pain, 
Jnvolv'd my ſelf in ſo much guilt & horrour, 

And made my ſelf ſo curſt.. to make thee happy? 
Muſt I have no reward for all my toil? 

And thou enjoy... 

Unheard of inſolence!... 

Abr. Then we are loft again, and muſt endure 
The torments ofa ſecond ſeparation. 

Pyr. Why, tis th' ingenious malice of our fate 
Thus to refine, and vary on our woes; 

To raiſe us from deſpair, and give us hopes, 
Only to plunge us in the gulf again, 
And makes us doubly wretched. ... Yet while life 
Remains, I cannot totally deſpair, 
O Sir, if Paſſion has not quite unman'd you, 
With patience hear a ſuit which all juſt Kings 
Will grant, and none but Tyrants can deny. 
And you, my Friends, if l have any here, 
Kneel with me all; that with united pray'rs 
We may o'erpow'r him, and his reſolution, 
Oppreſs'd with multitudes, be forc'd to yield. 

| [All kneel. 


Sol. Treaſon , conſpiracy... Riſe , Traitors , riſe; 


Ne dies that kneels...'Tis treaſon to petition. { All riſe 


What, my Marama too 2... Art thou confed'rate 
Againſt thy Sov'raign? Am I thus abandon' d? 10 
ot 
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Not one to own my cauſe ? . Go, call my Friends, 
Haly and Cuproli, to my aſliſtance.. « 
They will not ſure deſert me. .. . 
Offic. Royal Sir, 
Till now we fear'd to tell you that your Friends 
Are by each other ſlain, in ſingle combat, 
Contending for the Viſirs office. 
$ol. Ha! 
Say'ſt thou? What ſlain? And by each others hands! 
More horror ſtil] 1... But let me pauſe alittle... 
My Friends were Villains. - . And this dreadful in- 
ſtance 5 6 | 
Ofjuſtice ſtrikes into my lab'ring Soul 
Stinging remorſe; and ſpight of all endeavours 
To drown its cries , Reaſon will now be heard. 
Pyr. See, herelents, his reſolution ſtaggers... 
Now, now my Love... | 
Abr. What is it, Sir, that troubles 
Your Royal breaſt? W 
May nothing diſcompoſe it; and however 
You ſhall diſpoſe of my poor Lord, and me, 
Let all be eaſie there | 
Sol. For this laſt goodneſs, 
If poſſible, I love thee more than ever; 
How then can Ireſign thee? 
Ab. If your love 
Be virtuous and ſincere, you will reſign me. | 
Sol. Impoſſible! Thou talk'ſt of contradictions... 
Or thus, if to forego thee be a proof 
Of true affeQion... let my rival ſhew it. | 
Pyr. I would, by all my hopes, if you were 
trhus, 
And were I Solyman, : 
Sol. Why , what's the diff rence ? : 
Abr. Did I not ſwear? Did I not tell you, Sir, 
That if I would, I cannot now be yours? | 
Sol. Thou didft... Oh ! Curſt remembrance !... 
Abr. And have I not your Royal Oath and pro- 
miſe » That 
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That you will never force me to your bed? 
Sol. O name it not... My honeſt Soul abhors 

The very mention of ſo damn'd a villany. 

Vyr. And will you then defraud us of each other,; 

Without the leaſt advantage ro your ſelf, 

Only to make us wretched?... 
Sol. No... Since ſhe never can be mine, 'twill 

prove | 

Some ſatisfaction to my tortur'd Soul 

To think ſhe's not arothers. 

Pyr. Thoſe expreſſions | 

Perhaps might well befit a Tyrants mouth; 

But ſure a juſt and virtuous Prince can take 

No pleaſure in th* unmerited afflictions 

Ofthoſe who never wrong'd him... | 
Sol. Tis not to be withſtood... The ſtrength of 

reaſon | 

Preſſes upon me with reſiſtleſs force.. 

I never can poſſeſs her... but by violence; 

And that my nature ſhrinks at... Shall I then 

Barb'roufly ruin the moſt perfect pair 

That ever Nature fram'd ? To whom 1 owe Ga 

My life? | 

And one of whom far more than life I love ? 

Shall I with brutal rage deſtroy ſuch excellence, 

Without the leaſt faint proſpect of advantage, 

Unleſs it be to brand my name with infamy , 

And write my ſelf upon im mortal record 

A villain, anda Tyrant? . No; I'll periſh firſt. 
Abr. How indignation flaſhes from his eyes! 

Unleſs he ſpeedily pronounce our doom , 

Fear will diſpatch me, and prevent his Sentence. 
Sol. But how to part with her ?., There, there? 

the difficulty... 

It cannot be... Cannot 2... O falſe delufion..; 

O fallacy of thought... True, it exceeds 

My pow'r, to ceaſe to love., But tho'a wretch g 

Seorch'd in a feaver, cannot ceaſe tothirft , 700 
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Yet may he throw the baneful dranghtaway ; 

Or beg ſome Friend to bind his deſp'rate arms : 
May chuſe the preſent mis ry, to avoid 

A greater in reverſion; and endure 

The cravings of unſatisty d defire. 

I can reſign her then... Tho' with ſtrong tortutes, 
ReluRant ſtrugglings, and convulſive pangs... 


Take, take her... hold... if you regard your lives, 


REP [They er io embrace, 
Or dread my juſt revenge, forbear your fondneſs... 
Nor plague me with your thanks... For if ſhe ſpeaks 

They offer 40 kneel, 


I may relapſe again... And Oh! be cautious, 


Raſh, inconſid rate pair, be ſure t'avoid- 
My preſence; never let meſce you more.. 
For if you do .. You may bewail your folly ; 
Be yet divided from each others arms, * 
Be curſt, and rage, and burn in vain, as Ido. ¶ Exit. 
Pyr. He's gone .. The great debate at Jaſt is 
ended... N 
And now we ſafely may indulge our love. 
O my hearts joy, who can expreſs my happineſs; 
Orftretch imagination to conceive - 
The raptures of my Soul? | 
Abr. None, none but I 
Who ſhare the mighty tranſport, can conceiveit 
Nor can ev'n 1 expreſs it. | 
Pyr. Speak thou, Zaida; b 
Allay this vaſt exceſs of boundleſs pleaſure, 
And bring us back to common ſenſe again. | 
Zaid. I fear indeed (hall allay your pleaſure. 
Your Friend, my Lord... 1 | 
Pyr. O, were my Friend in danger, 
Ev'n now I could not be entirely happy: 
But he is ſafe... My int'reſt in the Soldiers, 
Which ſav'd me from the rack, preſerv'd his life. 
Zaid. Then you are bleſs'd indeed; and I with joy 
Equal to yours congratulate your happineſs. 


Enter 
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Xii. Hearing the welcom news of your ſucceſ 
I come, my Lord, to ſhare your ſatisfaction. 2 
Pyr. The bus neſs of my life ſhall be to thank thee; 

_*Tis fit at preſent we conſult our ſafety ; | 
Diſpatch withall 8 ſpeed, 

And leave the Court this night. 

Kit. Tis true, you cannot e 
Be too ſecure... Tho now there is no danger. 
For Solyman already is involy'd. - | 570 
In State affairs; on ev ry fide ſurrounded 120 
With thronging Counſellors and buſie crowds : 

And now the care ofa diſtracted Empire ; 1] 

Juſt at his firſt acceſſion to the Throne, 

Will take up all his Soul, and cure perhaps 

Ihe torments of his love. 4 „ 
Pyr. — not have him wretched. ... Om 
E He » ' L , ” #28 

Behold th impartial hand of Juſtice ! l.. Aſabomet 

( Tho'I were moſt ungrateful not to mourn 

His fall) has ſuffer d, by the loſs of Empire; 

The puniſhment due to injurious Tyrants. 

»Haly and Cuproli by death have met — 
The villains juſt reward... Ev'n Selyman , L 
Tho good and gen rous in his temper, feels 
The dre effects of deviating from virtue. 

We only, who with innocence unſhaken 57 
Have ſtood th affaults of Fortune, now are happy. 
For tho' the worſt of Men, by high permiffion N 

A while may flouriſh, andthe beſt endure 
The ſharpeſt trials of exploring mis ry . 
Yetletmankind from theſe examples learn, 
That pow'rful villany at haſt hall mourn; _- - 7 
And injur d vittue triumph in its turn <7 
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